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EDITORIAL: 
Cows  Are  Unfairly  Maligned 


It  is  often  said  that  cows  are  dirty  creatures  that 
contaminate  humans  with  their  various  diseases. 

It  is  also  said  that  they  feed  on  any  kind  of  organic 
material  in  existence,  including  hair,  eyelashes,  and  finger- 
nails of  slum  children  and  sleeping  sailors. 

Only  one  statement  is  true,  say  scientists.    The  other 
may  be  the  work  of  faultless  logic  being  carried  to  a  faulty 
conclusion. 

"It's  true  that  cows  carry  salmonella,  typhoid,  and  a 
variety  of  viruses,  bacteria,  fungi,  and  worms,"  says  medical 
biologist  H.  Don  Newson  of  Michigan  State  University,  whom  I 
interviewed. 

But  blaming  cows  for  disease  is  another  matter. 

"It  has  never  been  established  that  cows  infect  people," 
Newson  says,  citing  medical  literature. 

"I  have  never  heard  of  a  single  incident  of  cow-borne 
disease.    Not  one,"  says  Diane  Baxter,  environmental  toxico- 
logist  with  the  U.S.  National  Coalition  Against  the  Misuse  of 
Pesticides,  whom  I  also  interviewed. 

Every  other  scientist  and  agricultural  expert  inter- 
viewed on  the  matter  agrees.    Although  about  50  different 
pathogenic  organisms  have  been  collected  on  cows  found  in 
hospitals  and  restaurants,  proving  that  a  cow  walking  on  hu- 
man food  will  transmit  any  of  them  is  yet  to  be  established. 
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JOHN  KRAVtEC  JJ2B 

John's  interests  include  radio  electronics,  tropical  fish  and 
the  Air  cadets.  John  is  employed  in  a  restaurant  as  a  bus  boy 
and  upon  graduation  he  plans  to  become  either  a  radio  elec- 
tronics technician  or  a  carpenter. 


GUNTER  ROBERT  LADE\^IG  G5 

Gunter  is  an  average  student,  desiring  to  complete  fifth  form 
and  then  attend  University.  His  main  interests  are  Tropical 
Pish  and  the  Outdoors. 


DONALD  JEFFERSON  J12F 

Donald  takes  an  active  part  in  target  shooting, 
interests  are  staaip  collecting,  tropical  fish 
hopes   to  enter  the  printing  field. 


His  personal 
and  cars.  He 


HIKE  HMNES  JTIG 

Mike  likes  tropical  fish  and  cars.  He  plans  to  own  his  own 
welding  shop. 


Jack  Stewart:  He  is  going  to  con- 
tinue his  lithography  outside  and 
also  carry  on  his  education  at 
night  school.  He  enjoys  raising 
tropical  fish  and  plays  baseball. 


Peter  Stelter:  Born  in  Germany, 
Peter  wants  to  futher  his  educa- 
tion by  transferring  to  the  Tech- 
nical Course  next  year  and  aims 
to  complete  Grade  12.  His  hob- 
bies: playing  hockey  and  breed- 
ing tropical  fish. 


BOYS  WHO  LIKE  TROPICAL  FISH 
(Series  1963-64) 


In  the  old  days,  before  booze,  sex,  and  drugs  came  along 
to  corrupt  our  youth,  boys  had  clean  pastimes  like  tropical 
fish.    Here  are  some  of  them.    I'm  sure  you  are  as  grateful 
as  I  am  knowing  that  these  boys  are  out  in  the  world  today  as 
grown  men,  helping  to  preserve  those  old-fashioned  values. 
You  might  have  stood  next  to  one  of  them  on  the  subway  yes- 
terday.   You  might  meet  one  in  the  laundromat  tomorrow.  I 
sure  hope  I  do. 
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SOMETHING  WRONG  WITH  MY  SANDWICH 


She  was  a  really  good  looker,  piled  so  high  and  with  hot 
mustard.    I  say  "she"  because  I  always  thought  of  a  sandwich 
as  feminine.    And  when  I  bit  into  one,  I  could  almost  hear 
her  howl.    Ahh,  the  corner  of  a  sandwich  is  like  the  "V"  of 
a  woman's  crotch,  when  you  think  about  it.    (Of  course,  no 
one's  forcing  you  to  think  about  it  if  you  don't  want  to.) 

She  had  five  different  kinds  of  meat:  yak,  brains  (some 
kind  of  brains,  I'm  not  sure  what  kind),  penguin,  headcheese, 
and  fiddler  crab.    All  on  thick  raisin  bread  with  some  let- 
tuce, alfalfa  sprouts,  beets,  and  that  good  old  hot  mustard. 
It  was  kind  of  nostalgic  for  my  ward,  Arnold,  the  Octopus 
Boy,  because  it  was  like  the  weird  dog  food  he'd  been  forced 
to  eat  during  his  angry  boyhood  in  Quebec. 

Arnold  was  twelve  and  had  lived  with  me  for  several 
years.    He  had  four  tentacle-like  limbs  instead  of  arms  and 
legs  and  had  suffered  a  lot  because  of  social  prejudices. 
When  I  saw  his  freckled  face  smiling  up  at  me  from  a  washtub 
in  the  orphanage,  I  said  to  myself,  "This  boy  will  be  mine!" 
and  after  that  we  were  friends  for  life. 

So  I  took  Arnold  back  to  live  with  me  in  my  little  bach- 
elor apartment  in  the  good  old  Hotel  Jesus,  a  pretty  run-down 
place  but  with  a  good  view  of  the  street.    He  was  happy  en- 
ough watching  a  little  TV,  eating  our  daily  sandwich,  which 
was  different  each  day  and  as  weird  as  possible,  masturbat- 
ing, which  he  could  do  with  any  combination  of  his  tentacles, 
and  listening  to  me  play  the  violin  sometimes.    It  was  a 
richer  life  than  his  repressed  boyhood  in  Quebec. 

But  today  there  was  something  wrong  with  our  sandwich. 
It  looked  good  enough,  like  a  well -stacked  nude  woman  waiting 
to  be  chewed  by  wild  beasts.    But  it  seemed  that  something 
was  either  missing  or  not  quite  right.    As  hungry  as  we  were, 
Arnold  and  I  looked  at  each  other  and  knew  we  couldn't  bite 
into  her  until  we  figured  out  what  was  wrong  with  her.  We 
had  the  Sandwich  Blues,  a  condition  pretty  common  among  peo- 
ple who  have  previously  enjoyed  the  pleasures  of  cannibalism 
and  have  since  had  to  give  it  up,  either  because  of  moving, 
or  social  prejudices,  or  lack  of  opportunity,  or  whatever. 

So  we  let  her  lie  where  she  was  for  the  moment,  and  I 
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SOMETHING  WRONG  WITH  MY  SANDWICH 


picked  up  my  violin  and  played  a  pretty  bad  rendition  of 
Night  on  Bald  Mountain^  and  Arnold  howled  because  it  reminded 
him  of  his  savage  boyhood  in  Quebec.    As  I  played,  I  looked 
outside  the  window  for  the  answer  to  what  we  should  do. 

Arnold  slithered  over  to  the  window  sill,  on  which  sat 
Barbie  and  Gorgo.    Barbie  was  a  Barbie  doll.    She  was  always 
naked,  and  we  always  put  some  kind  of  meat  blood  on  her  every 
day.    Gorgo  was  a  big  piranha  in  a  little  fishbowl,  and,  why, 
he  was  so  claustrophobic  in  that  little  bowl  it's  no  wonder 
he  was  neurotic.    Every  day  Arnold  would  drop  Barbie  into  the 
bowl,  and  Gorgo  would  smell  that  blood  on  her  and  go  crazy 
until  he  tired  himself  out.    And  if  I  wasn't  around,  Arnold 
would  masturbate  watching  Gorgo  bite  Barbie's  hard  rubber 
body  all  over.    It  was  better  than  television  because  it  was 
more  honest.    And  I  never  tried  to  suppress  Arnold's  urges 
because  I'm  a  pretty  modern  fellow  (despite  my  devotion  to 
some  of  the  "old  ways")  and  besides,  he  had  suffered  a  lot  as 
a  kid  on  account  of  his  physical  abnormality.    We  had  to  get 
a  new  Barbie  about  once  a  month.    Gorgo  couldn't  tell  the 
difference,  I  don't  think. 

So  while  Arnold  was  watching  Gorgo  do  his  number  on  Bar- 
bie, I  continued  to  play  my  violin  and  look  out  the  window. 
Directly  across  the  street  from  us  and  right  at  our  level  was 
a  big  neon  sign:  BICK'S  PICKLES. .  .viith  a  fat  green  pickle.  I 
think  that  sign  flashing  on  and  off  24  hours  a  day  may  have 
had  something  to  do  with  Arnold's  compulsive  masturbation, 
but  maybe  one  shouldn't  jump  to  conclusions.    I  always  inter- 
preted it  as  a  message  to  us  because  we  were  the  ones  direct- 
ly across  the  street  from  it,  but  I  never  did  figure  out  what 
the  message  was.    I  also  never  understood  why  a  Bick's  Pick- 
les sign  would  be  on  the  front  of  the  Hotel  Venom,  or  any  ho- 
tel for  that  matter.    The  Bick's  plant  was  in  Scarborough.  I 
never  thought  to  go  into  the  Hotel  Venom  to  make  a  few  dis- 
creet inquiries  because  the  name  of  the  place  boded  no  good, 
as  far  as  I  was  concerned. 

I  stood  closer  to  the  window,  right  behind  Arnold,  still 
playing  my  violin,  and  saw  what  could  be  the  answer:  ROD'S 
WHIPS.    It  was  the  store  next  to  the  Hotel  Venom.    And  then 
it  hit  me.    "Arnold!"  I  said.    "ROD'S  WHIPS!    That's  it!" 
And  the  light  of  realization  dawned  on  Arnold's  boyish  face. 

I  rushed  to  the  closet  and  got  out  my  trusty  old  whip, 
a  relic  of  a  not-too-distant  past  before  the  time  Arnold  came 
into  my  life.    And  Arnold  exclaimed  with  joy  and  excitement. 
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SOMETHING  WRONG  WITH  MI  SANDWICH 


and  his  tentacles  went  stiff  and  the  suckers  got  real  pink 
and  wide.    And  at  once  I  whipped  him  on  the  ass,  and  he  for- 
got all  about  Barbie  in  the  fishbowl  with  Gorgo,  he  was  so 
happy.    And  then  I  gave  Arnold  the  whip  and  pulled  down  my 
pants  and  let  him  whip  me,  and  that  was  a  strange,  prehistor- 
ic-type thrill  that  society  wouldn't  understand.    And  then  I 
took  the  whip  and  whipped  the  hell  out  of  the  sandwich,  and  I 
swear  I  could  hear  her  yell  from  every  layer  of  her  five  dif- 
ferent kinds  of  meat.    That  mustard  was  hot  to  begin  with, 
but  it  was  even  hotter  by  the  time  I  got  through  with  her,  if 
you  know  what  I  mean. 

And  then  Arnold  and  I  ate  that  sandwich,  sharing  her  ex- 
actly half  and  half,  and  I  do  believe  she  surpassed  any  other 
sandwich  we'd  ever  eaten.    And  we  guzzled  a  bottle  of  cheap 
Canadian  port,  as  Arnold's  mother  was  wont  to  do  during  his 
brutal  boyhood  in  Quebec. 

After  that,  it  seemed  perfectly  natural  that  I  should 
enjoy  the  feeling  of  Arnold's  suckers  on  my  ass,  and  he  had 
no  hesitation  about  it  either  as  it  affirmed  his  basic  integ- 
rity as  a  human  being  with  four  tentacles,  and  as  I  alluded 
to  before,  this  was  the  sort  of  thing  that  went  against  ma- 
jority social  values,  but  I'd  always  thought  the  most  abnor- 
mal of  us  on  earth  were  the  closest  to  the  Truth.    Someday,  I 
knew,  people  would  be  more  open  and  understanding  about  these 
things  but  not  till  after  we  were  long  dead,  most  likely. 
Meantime,  we  felt  reasonably  safe  in  a  place  with  a  name  like 
the  Hotel  Jesus. 

Well,  Arnold  worked  my  ass  real  good  for  a  long  time 
with  all  four  of  his  tentacles,  and  at  last  we  got  mighty 
tired  and  lay  down  on  the  floor,  and  I  thought  about  my  sand- 
wich and  the  wine  in  my  stomach  already  beginning  to  work 
their  way  into  my  blood  and  digestive  tract  --  a  real  roman- 
tic mingling  of  molecules.    I  felt  real  aesthetic  all  over. 
And  as  twilight  came  over  the  street,  the  neon  light  of  the 
fat  green  pickle  shone  into  our  darkened  apartment,  making  a 
real  nice  glow  on  the  wall.    It  was  some  kind  of  message  in- 
tended for  us,  as  I  already  said,  and  maybe  someday  we  would 
figure  out  its  deep  metaphysical  significance.    Until  then, 
we  had  at  least  conquered  the  Sandwich  Blues  and  rid  our- 
selves of  all  our  deep  neuroses,  and  Arnold,  in  particular, 
had  achieved  fulfillment  in  a  cruel,  prejudiced  world  after 
his  vicious  boyhood  in  Quebec,  and  even  Gorgo,  the  piranha. 
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SOMETUmG  WRONG  WITH  MY  SANDWICH 


got  his  daily  taste  of  real  meat  blood  and  a  bit  of  compan- 
ionship, and  the  way  I  look  at  it,  that's  all  that  really 
mattered. 
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FISH  MAN  —  A  TRUE  STORY 


The  files  of  the  Workers'  Compensation  Board  of  Ontario 
are  full  of  cases  of  peculiar  work-related  accidents,  but 
there  is  none  stranger  than  that  of  Albert  Cosolino,  the  leg- 
endary Fish  Man. 

Albert's  life  was  changed  forever  one  fateful  day  in 
July  of  1979.    He  was  a  radio  technician  working  on  the  roof 
of  a  radio  station  somewhere  in  southern  Ontario.    (You  would 
know  the  station  at  once.    It  isn't  necessary  for  me  to  name 
it.)    Some  dark  clouds  began  to  gather,  but  Albert  was  so  ab- 
sorbed in  his  work  that  he  paid  no  attention  to  them.  Sud- 
denly, a  bolt  of  lightning  struck  the  station's  transmitter, 
and  Albert,  who  was  a  very  short  distance  away,  received  a 
shock. 

A  co-worker  came  out  on  the  roof  moments  later  and  found 
poor  Albert  unconscious  but  still  alive,  his  hair,  clothing, 
and  skin  burned.    An  ambulance  was  called,  and  Albert  was  ta- 
ken to  hospital.    (I  can't  tell  you  the  name  of  the  hospital, 
but  they  have  asked  me  to  refer  to  them  as  "a  very  good  hos- 
pital," which  it  is  indeed.) 

Mrs.  Cosolino  was  called  by  her  daughter  at  the  handbag 
factory  where  she  worked  (her  daughter  being  unmarried  and 
therefore  home  at  all  times  waiting  for  the  phone  to  ring). 
"Mama!"  cried  33-year-old  Paola,  "Papa's  in  the  hospital! 
He  got  struck  by  lightning,  but  they  say  he's  okay!"  Mrs. 
Cosolino  cried  many  oaths  in  Italian  which  I  am  not  able  to 
translate,  but  they  refer  to  saints  and  general  expressions 
of  holiness.    She  and  her  daughter  rushed  to  the  hospital  at 
once,  where  they  found  Albert  sitting  up  in  bed.    He  looked 
dazed  and,  if  I  may  say  so,  vaguely  stupid,  but  seemed  none 
the  worse  for  his  experience  despite  his  burns.    The  doctor 
(name  withheld  but  a  good  Jewish  doctor)  patted  Mrs.  Cosoli- 
no 's  shoulder  and  Paola 's  thigh  and  assured  them  that  Albert 
was  all  right  but  would  remain  in  hospital  overnight  as  a 
precaution. 

The  next  day  Albert  was  released  and  went  home  to  rest. 
His  employer  told  him  to  stay  home  until  he  felt  completely 
well.    As  a  matter  of  routine,  the  Workers'  Compensation 
Board  received  a  report  of  the  accident. 


12 


FISE  MAN  —  A  TRUE  STORY 


Several  days  passed.    Albert's  burns  were  fading,  and  he 
seemed  more  or  less  normal  except  for  a  general  mental  dis- 
traction.   He  would  often  make  small,  peculiar  motions  — 
pursing  his  lips  and  extending  his  arms  in  slow,  fluttering 
movements  while  making  gurgling  noises. 

On  the  first  Sunday  after  Albert's  accident,  the  Coso- 
linos  went  to  church.    Mrs.  Cosolino  drove,  Paola  sat  in  the 
back  seat  silently  praying  for  a  man,  and  Albert  sat  in  front 
looking  out  the  window,  pursing  his  lips,  and  going,  "Blub, 
blub."    As  they  drove  along  the  highway,  they  came  within 
sight  of  Lake  Nichigon  (the  name  has  been  changed  to  protect 
the  innocent).    "Blub!  Blub!"  exclaimed  Albert,  his  arms 
flapping  as  he  pulled  at  the  car  door. 

"Albert!  Albert!  What's  the  matter?"  cried  his  wife. 

"Blub!  Blub!    Fish  go  in  water!"  Albert  gurgled. 

Mrs.  Cosolino  pulled  off  the  road  and  stopped  the  car. 
Albert  was  out  of  the  car  in  an  instant,  running  toward  the 
lake  in  his  best  Sunday  clothes,  his  arms  flapping  frantic- 
ally.   His  wife  and  daughter  got  out  and  ran  after  him. 
"Stop!    Come  back!"  they  cried. 

Without  even  pausing  to  take  off  his  shoes  or  jacket, 
Albert  ran  headlong  into  the  lake,  swam  twenty  or  so  feet  in- 
to the  water,  and  remained  there,  swimming  around  in  circles, 
spitting  water  out  of  his  mouth,  and  waving  his  arms  through 
the  water  like  fins.    They  called  to  him  from  the  shore,  but 
he  looked  at  them  dumbly  as  if  he  did  not  recognize  them. 

Mrs.  Cosolino  ran  back  to  the  highway,  where,  fortunate- 
ly, she  was  soon  able  to  flag  down  a  patrol  car  of  the  Pro- 
vincial Police.    Two  more  police  cars  and  an  ambulance  ar- 
rived later,  and,  with  some  difficulty,  Albert  was  pulled  out 
of  the  water.    Then  he  was  taken  back  to  hospital,  where  he 
remained  under  close  observation  for  several  days. 

Out  of  sight  of  any  body  of  water,  Albert  behaved  more 
or  less  normally,  except  for  his  slightly  dazed,  dopey  ex- 
pression, which  was  now  permanent.    However,  the  hospital  psy- 
chiatrists confirmed  the  fact  that  the  sight  of  any  body  of 
water  would  bring  on  Albert's  fish  mania.    As  an  experiment, 
they  locked  him  in  an  ambulance  and  drove  him  past  several 
lakes  and  ponds.    Each  time,  his  behavior  changed  suddenly. 
He  even  reacted  to  the  sight  of  swimming  pools.    If  put  in 
a  bathtub  full  of  water,  he  would  refuse  to  come  out. 

The  Workers'  Compensation  Board  received  the  following 
report,  which  I  am  quoting  only  in  part: 
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FISH  MM  —  A  TRUE  STORY 


^^Alhert  Cosotino^  age  53.    Resides  in  Village  of  (delet- 
ed).   Physical  effects  (i.e.^  hums)  of  indirect  lightning 
shock  have  diminished.    However^  patient  has  since  experienced 
manic  episodes  when  in  proximity  to  any  body  of  water ^  such 
that  he  is  convinced  he  is  a  fish  and  must  jump  in.    At  such 
times  patient  is  difficult  to  control.     Our  conclusion  is 
that  his  fish  mania  is  directly  attributable  to  his  accident. 
\Je  consider  this  condition  to  be  permanent^  owing  to  probable 
subtle  damage  to  some  undetermined  area  of  the  cerebrum^  and 
therefore  untreatable.    Patient  is  medically  ten  fit  for  any 
job  that  would  require  him  to  be  within  sight  of  water  or 
that  would  require  traveling  past  any  body  of  water  to  get  to 
work. " 

Albert  applied  to  the  Workers'  Compensation  Board  for  a 
disability  pension.    The  Board  took  note  of  the  fact  that  he 
was  a  virtual  prisoner  of  geography  —  i.e.,  it  was  impossible 
for  him  to  travel  very  far  from  home  owing  to  the  lakes, 
ponds,  and  rivers  within  sight  of  the  roads  and  highways 
available  to  him.    Within  his  safe  travel  radius  there  were 
no  job  opportunities  in  his  occupational  field.    The  Board 
awarded  Albert  an  80%  disability  pension,  on  the  assumption 
that  he  might  find  some  lesser  type  of  employment  locally. 

Albert  was  given  a  part-time  job  by  a  cousin  who  owned 
a  fish  market,  but  after  one  week  of  seeing  dead  fish,  he  be- 
came depressed  and  quit.    Later  he  obtained  part-time  employ- 
ment in  a  pet  shop  that  sold  tropical  fish,  which  proved  more 
satisfactory  to  him.    He  has  experienced  no  further  manic  ep- 
isodes but  does  conduct  unintelligible  gurgling  "conversa- 
tions" with  the  fish  he  cares  for.    Despite  this  peculiar  ha- 
bit, his  employer  (name  withheld)  has  told  me  that  Albert  is 
a  reliable  and  very  careful  worker  and  that  the  fish  "seem 
to  like  him." 
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Gloria  and  Denise,  two  modern  young  women  of  the  80's, 
sat  down  in  a  chic  little  joint  in  the  shopping  mall  for  a 
bite  to  eat  after  a  strenuous  bout  of  shopping  in  Holt  Ren- 
frew.   They  put  their  packages  under  their  seats  and  ordered 
overpriced  tuna  salad  sandwiches.    Gloria  casually  flipped 
through  the  new  issue  of  Cosmopolitan^  which  she  would  read 
more  thoroughly  later  alone  in  bed.    Denise  had  the  latest 
issues  of  Flave  and  Bew  Woman  stuffed  into  her  transparent 
plastic  handbag.    Both  of  them  knew  the  importance  of  keeping 
up  with  things  by  reading  the  right  magazines. 

"You  know  what?"  said  Denise. 

"What?"  replied  Gloria. 

"I  heard  the  weirdest  thing  on  TV  last  night.    This  guy 
on  a  talk  show  said  the  Erie  Canal  was  full  of  wax." 

Gloria  thought  for  a  moment,  or  tried  to.    "What's  the 
Erie  Canal?" 

"It's  that  river  or  thing,  like,  in  New  York  State  that 
boats  used  to  go  through.    I  don't  think  they  use  it  any 
more." 

"Oh,  yeah,  right.    Well,  why  would  it  be  full  of  wax?" 
asked  Gloria. 

"I  don't  know,"  said  Denise.    "I  was  just  sort  of  flip- 
ping channels  and  I  only  heard  a  little  bit  of  what  this  guy 
said.    He  was  a  doctor  or  something,  I  think.    All  I  remember 
is  that  he  said,  'It's  normal  for  the  Erie  Canal  to  be  full 
of  wax.'    And  then  I  put  on  Much  Music  to  watch  the  videos, 
and  it  only  hit  me  later  what  a  weird  thing  this  guy  said." 

Gloria  was  deeply  puzzled  because  this  astonishing  phe- 
nomenon was  totally  beyond  her  ken.    She  had  never  read  a 
word  about  it  in  the  women's  magazines,  and  she  thought  they 
did  a  pretty  good  job  of  enlightening  women  about  what  was 
really  important  in  the  world.    "What  kind  of  wax  was  he 
talking  about?    Like,  was  it  candle  wax  or,  like,  floor  wax, 
or  what?" 

"I  assumed  he  meant  candle  wax,  because  if  he  meant 
floor  wax,  he  would 've  said  floor  wax.    Besides,  how  could 
the  Erie  Canal  be  full  of  floor  wax?    That's  dumb." 

"Yeah,  that's  pretty  dumb,"  agreed  Gloria.    "Unless  it 
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was  like  pollution  from  a  factory.    Like  maybe  they  waxed 
their  floors  and  then  dumped  the  dirt  into  the  canal." 

"No,  that  doesn't  make  any  sense." 

"Yeah,  you're  right.    That's  ridiculous." 

"I  think  what  it  is,  is  that  they  store  wax  for  candles 
in  the  Erie  Canal,"  opined  Denise. 

"But  I  thought  it  was  full  of  water." 

"Well,  I  think  it  dried  up  and  it  just  sits  there  empty." 

"So  then  they  could  use  it  for  storage,  right?   This  is 
beginning  to  make  sense,"  said  Gloria,  reassured  that  the 
world  was  governed  by  sanity  after  all.    "There's  a  big,  emp- 
ty canal  in  New  York  State,  and  they  store  candle  wax  in  it." 
Her  friend  made  an  ambiguous  gesture  of  uncertainty.  "It 
could  be,"  Gloria  persisted. 

"Yeah,"  said  Denise,  "but  I  don't  know  why  they  would 
fill  a  canal  with  wax." 

"Well,  maybe  it's,  like,  free  wax  for  people  to  use  for 
candles  or  for  churches,  like.    I  had  this  friend,  Barbara 
a  really  cute  girl,  you  should' ve  seen  her  hair,  it  was  blond 
and  real  short,  sort  of  like  a  man's  crew  cut  —  anyway,  she 
made  candles  and  sold  them.    And  you  know  what?    She  lived  in 
New  York  State." 

"Where  in  New  York  State?" 

"I  forget  the  name  of  the  town,  but  I  bet  it  was  close 
to  the  canal.    That  way  she  could  just  go  and  get  free  wax 
and  make  her  candles." 

"That  would  be  a  good  idea  for  tourism,  you  know?  You 
have  people  making  these  real  nice  candles  and  selling  them 
along  the  Thruway.    That  would  cut  down  on  unemployment,  I 
bet." 

Gloria  chewed  on  her  sandwich  and  then  shook  her  head. 
"I  still  don't  get  something.    Why  is  the  Erie  Canal  all 
dried  up?" 

"I  don't  know.    I  just  assumed  it  was." 

"They  have  canals  in  Italy,  right?    And  they  don't  dry 

up." 

"Yeah,  that's  right.    I  guess  maybe  the  Erie  Canal  might 
still  have  water... Oh!    I  got  this  great  post  card  from  Ruth 
in  Italy!    And  it  had  the  canals  in  Venice  with  those  Italian 
guys  rowing  those  funny  boats      what 're  they  called?" 

"Gondolas,  I  think." 

"Yeah,  gondolas.    Oh,  they're  so  cute!" 

"Yeah,  I  know,  but  is  that  what  they  have  on  the  Erie 
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Canal,  because  if  it  is,  it's  news  to  me." 

"Well,  no,  of  course  not,"  said  Denise,  not  wishing  to 
appear  ignorant.    "It's  a  question  of  style,  like.    In  Italy 
they  have  those  gondolas,  but  in  New  York  State  they'd  have 
something  different      probably  barges  or  something.    But  the 
general  idea  would  be  the  same." 

"So  how  do  they  get  the  wax  out  of  the  canal  for  the 
people  who  want  to  make  candles?"  asked  Gloria. 

"Well,  wax  floats,  you  know."  said  Denise,  although  she 
was  not  sure  of  this. 

"It  does?    Yeah,  I  suppose  it  would,"  agreed  Gloria.  "So 
they  could  scoop  up  the  wax  floating  on  the  surface  whenever 
they  needed  to.    But  where  does  the  wax  come  from  in  the 
first  place?" 

"Well,  maybe  the  companies  that  make  it  don't  have  any 
place  to  store  it,  so  they  put  it  in  the  canal." 

"Then  how  do  they  get  their  money?" 

"Hmmm..."  said  Denise.    "No,  you  know  what  it  is?  I've 
got  it.    It's,  like,  excess  wax  or  leftover  scraps  or  slight- 
ly imperfect  wax,  okay?    And  they  can't  put  it  in  the  garbage 
or  it'll  be  a  fire  hazard  or  something,  so  they  dump  it  in 
the  canal  where  it's  safe.    I  guess  they  have  an  agreement 
with  the  government." 

"That  makes  sense,"  agreed  Gloria.  "Gee,  you  learn  some- 
thing new  every  day." 

"Yeah.    And  they  always  say  bad  things  about  New  York, 
but  the  government  there  must  be  pretty  nice  if  they  give 
away  free  wax  like  that." 

"We  should  have  something  like  that  up  here,  although 
there's  probably  some  kind  of  by-law." 

The  two  women  finished  their  sandwiches  as  they  imagined 
barges  on  the  Erie  Canal  with  crewmen  scooping  up  the  wax 
floating  on  the  surface  and  tossing  it  to  either  shore  to  ea- 
ger candle-makers  like  Barbara  who  had  short  blond  hair  and 
sold  their  goods  along  the  New  York  State  Thruway.    Yes,  it 
was  a  wonderful  thing. 

"I  heard  something  interesting  on  TV,  too,"  said  Gloria. 
"They've  invented  this  pill  that  can  cure  almost  all  warts." 

"Oh,  yeah,  right,"  said  Denise  with  a  smirk.    "You  can 
cure  a  war  with  a  pill.    Come  on." 

"Not  wars^  warts!  A  pill  for  warts!" 

"Oh!"  said  Denise,  laughing.    "I  thought  you  said  wars! 
Now  that  would  really  be  dumb  --  a  pill  to  cure  wars  I" 
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"Yeahl  That  would  be  the  dumbest  thing  ever!"  agreed 
Gloria.  And  the  two  of  them  laughed  themselves  into  a  fit 
over  such  an  absurd  notion. 
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9:00  P.M. 

2  -  POLICE  INTERIOR  DECORATOR— Terry  must  convince  the  homi- 
cide squad  to  accept  inflatable  rubber  chairs. 

3  -  DUH  (Science) --Mel ting  of  the  polar  ice  caps;  personal 
radar;  freaks. 

4  -  GANG  WAR  (Game) 

5  -  BATH  HOUSE  (Comedy) --Robbie  must  come  to  terms  with  the 
fact  that  Sid  has  heterosexual  tendencies. 

6  -  MUDHENS--The  girls  bury  another  team's  manager  alive  in 
a  gravel  pit  when  he  tries  to  bribe  them  into  throwing  a  big 
match. 

7  -  I  SPIT  ON  YOUR  GRAVE  (Cartoons) 

9  -  HOCKEY— Maple  Leafs  at  Hamilton  Steelers  (To  12:00) 

11  -  THE  NEW  HOWDY  DOODY— Special  guests:  Charles  Manson, 
Joan  Collins,  and  Sen.  Kareem  Abdul  Jabbar. 

12  -  YOU'RE  BEAUTIFUL,  WITH  ANN  WHITE— Dogs  as  lovers. 
19  -  TV  UNIVERSITY--German  (Intevmediate) 

25  -  HOCKEY--Canadiens  de  Montreal  a  Cowboys  de  Wyoming 
(A  12:00) 

29  -  GRAN  (Comedy) --Gran's  new  mail-order  jarvik  turns  her 

into  a  nymphomaniac. 

47  -  GOOK  BEAT— Tram  Van  Dong. 

55  -  SUPERSCOPE— Features  include  ghetto  wildlife,  altering 
your  own  DNA,  edible  plastics,  and  talking  toilets.  (Repeat) 
57  -  POLICE  HAIRSTYLIST— Monty  has  trouble  convincing  the 
vice  squad  to  adopt  his  new  aluminum  perm. 
81  -  JIZ  KIDS 

9:30 

4  -  SNAKE  PIT  (Game) 

7  -  NAKED  LUNCH  (Cartoons) 

12  -  REV.  LARRY  FLYNT 

19  -  TV  UNIVERSITY— Martial  Arts  (Advanced) 
47  -  MEMORIES  OF  PAKISTAN 
81  -  MELTDOWN  (Game) 
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10:00 

2  -  SKATES  DUNNINGER  (Debut)— A  teenage  quadriplegic  lawyer 
uses  his  telepathic  powers  to  solve  crimes.  Flip  Blavatsko, 
Sherry  Jewel . 

3  -  POSTAL  STATION  LAMBDA— The  dykes  stage  a  walkout  over  a 
sexist  stamp. 

4  -  COCK  FIGHTING  FROM  CHINATOWN  (Taped) 

5  -  ART  FOR  EVERYBODY— Art  critic  Bruce  Grenville  discusses 
wallpaper. 

6  -  MOVIE--"Shanty  Man"  (1999,  TV)  A  disillusioned  stockbro- 
ker decides  to  live  in  Toronto's  shanty  town.  Gordon  Pinsent. 

7  -  WOMEN'S  WRESTLING— She  Beast  vs.  Titania;  Tiger  Sisters 
vs.  01 ga  and  Helga;  amputee  mud  match. 

11  -  SLASHER  (Comedy) --Eric  gets  pissed  off  watching  a  game 
show  and  decides  to  assassinate  the  host. 

12  -  CAMEL  (Drama) --Camel  comes  to  the  aid  of  a  tobacco  farm- 
er threatened  by  the  Mahoods. 

19  -  TV  UNIVERSITY— Decontamination  (Beginners) 

29  -  MOVIE— "Squid  Woman"  *h  (Polish,  1992)  Marya  Modlezewski, 

Pyotr  Skrowacemski . 

47  -  PORTUGUESE  SHOW 

55  -  POLICE  CATERER— Barb's  hot  cross  buns  make  the  holdup 
squad  sick. 

57  -  LITS  &  GLITZ--The  Four  Horsemen  read  sound  poetry  and 
shop  for  underwear  at  Holt  Renfrew. 

81  -  GAS  CHAMBER  (Game)— Celebrity  guest:  Saul  Rothbart. 

10:30 

5  -  TERRORISM  ROUND-UP— Yemen ,  I.R.A.,  Pink  Berets. 
19  -  TV  UNIVERSITY— Sociology  of  Cartoons. 
47  -  ARABIC  IDENTITY 

57  -  PETER'S  WORLD— Peter  Feniak  visits  the  hospital  for  the 
criminally  insane  at  Penetanguishene;  why  fish  are  slippery; 
how  to  fill  your  own  teeth. 

81  -  PLUTO  (Comedy)--Pluto  accidentally  locks  himself  out  of 
the  reactor  control  room  while  alone  on  duty. 

11:00 

2,5,7,11,47,57  -  NEWS,  WEATHER,  SPORTS 
3  -  FEMMES— Rhona  Zero. 
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4  -  WORLDSCOPE  NEWS  WITH  SKIPPY 

12  -  LEAVE  IT  TO  BEAVER 

19  -  TV  UNIVERSITY— Reading  (Remedial) 

55  -  BLACK  FESTIVAL— Harlem  Opera  Company's  performance  of 

"Dope  Fiend"  by  Mohammed  X.  Climo,  taped  at  Harlem  Art 

Theater. 

11:05 

4  -  RADIATION  REPORT 
11  -  SEWAGE  REPORT 
57  -  ROCK  VIDEOS 

11:10 

11  -  CRYOGENIC  LOTTERY— Live  from  Ottawa. 

11:15 

2  -  ROCK  2001  (Videos) 
4  -  WATER  REPORT 

47  -  VIDEORAMA 

11:30 

3  -  WORLD  ROUND-UP  WITH  SOOZIE 

4  -  AIR  REPORT 

5  -  SPECIAL:  THE  ERUPTION  OF  MT.  VESUVIUS— Update. 
7  -  EYE  ON  BUFFALO— Water  rationing. 

11  -  NAZIS— Albert  Speer,  Part  Two. 

12  -  GILLIGAN'S  ISLAND 

19  -  TV  UNIVERSITY— Gerontology. 

81  -  MOVIE— "Garbage  Monsters"  *  (Volish^  1995)  Viktor  Czap- 
lewski,  Marya  Modlezewski. 

11:45 

3  -  JETSONS 

4  -  OZONE  LAYER  REPORT 

12:00  (Midnight) 

2  -  BEVERLY  HILLBILLIES 
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4  -  TONIGHT  SHOW,  WITH  GARY  COLEMAN 

6  -  MOVIE--"Blue  Wing"  *h  (1995) father  and  son,  not  on 
good  terms,  set  off  in  search  of  an  elusive  parrot.  Skip 
Nagel ,  Rod  Fink. 

7  -  ASK  PRESIDENT  HART— Phone-in . 
9  -  LATE  NEWS,  WEATHER,  SPORTS 

11  -  MOVIE— "Apocalypse  Now"  ***  r^^P^?; —Musical  remake,  with 
Brian  Bosworth,  David  Bowie,  Gary  Coleman,  Grace  Slick,  and 
Herve  Villechaise. 

12  -  MOVIE— "Potatoes  From  Space"  *h  CPolish,  1990)  Ula  Vank- 
iewicz,  Pyotr  Skrowacemski . 

19  -  QUESTION  PERIOD— Provincial. 
25  -  VIDEO  CLUB 

29  -  MOVIE— "Chickens  Against  Us"  *h  (Polish^  1992)  Marya 

Modlezewski,  Pyotr  Skrowacemski. 

57  -  YOUR  MONEY— Lunar  real  estate. 

70-79  -  COMP-ACCESS  (Encoded)  Recycled  till  6:00  a.m. 


70 

-  Housing 

75  - 

Cryogenic 

71 

-  Employment 

76  - 

Psychiatric 

72 

-  Sexual 

77  - 

Jesus 

73 

-  Seniors 

78  - 

Police  Blotter 

74 

-  Organ  Donors 

79  - 

Stock  Markets 

12:15 

3  -  I  LOVE  LUCY 

9  -  VIDEOS  WITH  SHEENA 

47  -  ITALCINE— "Eraserhead"  (Dubbed^  Italian) 

12:30 

2  -  OZZIE  AND  HARRIET 
5  -  BENNY  HILL 

7  -  TRIPLE  XXX  MOVIE— "She  Sucked  Him  Dry"  **  (1997)  Brooke 
Shields,  Doug  Williams. 
25  -  DALLAS 

55  -  SGT.  RIPPER'S  BARRACKS  (Cartoons) 

57  -  MOVIE— "THX  1138"  *H  (1971)  Ridiculous  vision  of  the  fu- 
ture. Robert  Duvall,  Donald  Pleasence. 

12:45 

3  -  MOVIE— "Frankenstein's  Girlfriend"  **  (Polish,  1998) 
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Vilma  Landowski,  Viktor  Czaplewski. 

1:00 

2  -  TRANSPLANT  LOTTERY— Live  from  Buffalo. 

4  -  MARTIAL  ARTS  THEATRE— "Steel  Fangs  of  the  Dragon"  *^ 
(1990)  A  Ninja  warrior  returns  from  the  dead  to  seek  revenge 
against  the  slumlord  who  caused  him  to  freeze  to  death.  Sonny 
Lung,  Wang  Ching. 

5  -  THREE  STOOGES 
9  -  COMBAT 

19  -  QUESTION  PERIOD— Federal . 

55  -  SENATE  HEARINGS— Taped  coverage  of  this  morning's  hear- 
ings by  the  Senate  Astronautics  Committee  on  the  space  station 
explosion. 

1:30 

2  -  DEATHSUCKERS  (Cartoons) 

5  -  GERALDO--Geraldo  Rivera  opens  Bob  Hope's  tomb.  (Repeat) 
9  -  HIGHWAY  PATROL 

81  -  CINEMA  BIZARRO— "Eel  Fuckers"  *  (SiDedish,  1980)  Britt 
Dirksen. 

2:00 

2  -  REV.  MESSERSCHMIDT 
9  -  TUGBOAT  ANNIE 

12  -  CANADA  TONIGHT— Peter  Gzowski .  Special  guest:  Clifford 
Olson. 

29  -  DEATH  ARENA  (Sport)— United  Auto  Workers  vs.  Korea  Hyun- 
dai. (Taped) 

2:15 

47  -  INDIAN  SOCCER— Calcutta  Rockets  vs.  Bombay  Torpedoes. 

(Taped) 

2:30 

3  -  FATHER  OTTO  MELNICK 

5  -  POLITICAL  FREE  TIME— Animal  Rights  Party  of  Canada. 
57  -  REV.  BILLY  WEIMARANER 
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2:45 

7  -  BLACK  MASS— Morgana. 
11  -  ERNST  ZUNDEL— Phone-in. 

3:00 

81  -  IMPACT! --Award -winning  author  David  Donnell  discusses 
the  impact  of  his  work  on  society.  he  pve-^empted  by 

Game  7  of  the  Ukrainian  Ladies  '  Uheelohaiv  Volleyhall  Champ- 
ionship^ if  played. ) 
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It  was  on  a  rainy  day  with  no  business  to  be  done  that  I 
decided  to  take  a  little  ride  over  to  Yorkdale  Shopping  Cent- 
re and  buy  a  nice  book  of  stories  by  Anton  Chekhov.  Reader, 
before  you  die,  you  must  see  to  it  that  you  spend  one  rainy 
day  doing  nothing  but  reading  the  stories  of  Anton  Chekhov. 
When  you  are  on  your  deathbed  you  will  perhaps  remember  that 
day  and  be  comforted.    You  may  even  be  lucky  enough  to  have 
your  book  of  Chekhov  stories  with  you  on  your  deathbed  so  you 
can  reread  them.    And  if  you  are  even  luckier,  the  nurses  who 
attend  to  you  will  have  had  some  education  and  will  not  say 
anything  stupid  or  try  to  take  your  book  away  so  that  you  can 
"rest."    An  acquaintance  of  mine  got  stuck  with  a  nurse  who 
had  never  heard  of  Chekhov.    "You  mean  the  fellow  on  Star 
Trek?''  she  asked  him,  whereupon  he  insulted  her  so  that  she 
took  his  book  away  and  made  him  rest.    He  died  the  next  day. 
His  bookmark  was  found  near  the  end  of  "My  Life,"  at  the 
page  containing  the  passage,  "...It  was  incompvehensi'ble  to 
me  what  these  sixty  thousand  peo-ple  lived  fov^  why  they  read 
the  Gospels^  what  they  prayed  fov^  why  they  read  hooks  and 
magazines .    What  benefit  did  they  derive  from  all  that  had 
been  spoken  and  written  if  they  still  were  possessed  of  the 
same  spiritual  darkness  and  aversion  to  freedom  as  they  had 
been  a  hundred  or  three  hundred  years  ago?"    I'm  told  that 
his  spirit  walked  the  hospital  for  thirteen  days  and  torment- 
ed that  nurse  so  badly  with  strange  sounds  and  falling  ob- 
jects that  she  required  a  leave  of  absence  and  then  refused 
to  come  back.    But  I  digress. 

Reader,  the  Future  of  Commercial  Democracy  is  here!  I 
give  you... YORKDALE  SHOPPING  CENTRE! 

The  inside  of  Yorkdale  must  look  to  the  new  immigrant 
from  the  Third  World  much  as  the  inside  of  the  spaceship 
looked  to  Richard  Dreyfuss  in  Close  Encounters.    What  dazzling 
colors!    What  mystifying  sounds!    What  vistas!    What  feelings 
of  stupefaction!    Yes,  a  Garden  of  Eden.    Why,  the  Garden  of 
Eden  must  have  been  a  shabby  sight  by  comparison.  Besides 
which,  it  was  outdoors.    Yorkdale  is  so  perfectly  enclosed 
that  one  can  connect  to  it  from  the  subway  without  ever  going 
outside. 
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Reader  —  Fellow  Prisoner  of  the  Eighties  —  you  can  buy 
almost  anything  your  beating  heart  desires,  almost  anything 
your  mind  can  envision,  almost  anything  your  desperate  soul 
thirsts  for      but  you  cannot  find  a  book  of  stories  by  Anton 
Chekhov  anywhere  in  the  Yorkdale  Shopping  Centre. 

There  is  no  end  to  the  clothing  stores  in  which  you  may 
shop  (my  right  hand  would  fling  itself  off  my  wrist  in  pro- 
test if  I  were  to  attempt  to  list  them  all),  because  even  if 
you  are  a  pathetic  excuse  for  a  human  being,  you  can  dress 
yourself  as  a  beautiful  specimen  of  humanity  fashionable, 
if  not  actually  god-like. 

You  can  choose  from  a  wondrous  variety  of  appliances, 
foodstuffs,  and  gifts  of  every  sort,  but  Freedom  of  Choice, 
unfortunately,  does  not  mean  that  you  may  choose  a  book  of 
stories  by  Anton  Chekhov,  the  greatest  story  writer  of  all 
time,  for  there  ain't  a  one  to  be  found  down  any  corridor. 

There  are  three  bookstores  in  the  miraculous,  modern 
Yorkdale  Shopping  Centre  --  Coles,  W.H.  Smith,  and  Lichtman's 
—  and  although  they  all  carry  the  works  of  such  great  auth- 
ors as  Danielle  Steel  and  Jackie  Collins,  not  one  of  these 
stores  has  a  single,  solitary  collection  of  stories  by  Anton 
Chekhov.  If  you  don't  believe  me,  go  and  look  for  yourself. 
It  will  do  you  no  good.    But  you  will  gain  some  insight  into 
what  the  world  is  turning  into.    You  might  ask  the  bookstore 
clerks  about... you  know  what... but  you  will  be  told  that  the 
buyers  for  these  chains  do  their  ordering  from  a  central  off- 
ice. 

MIRACLES  *  THE  FUTURE  *  FREEDOM  OF  CHOICE! 

You  can  buy  an  assortment  of  fruit-flavored  bubble  baths 
at  The  Body  Shop  for  only  $17.65.    You  can  spend  $99.99  for 
a  skateboard  or  $24.99  for  an  anti-theft  device  for  your  skis 
at  Collegiate  Sports.    At  Club  Monaco  you  can  buy  authentic 
Club  Monaco  jeans  for  a  mere  $49.    And  at  Classic  China  you 
can  get  a  lovely  bone  china  chipmunk  for  $95.    But  nowhere  in 
this  Mecca  of  Mass  Merchandising  can  you  acquire  a  book  of 
stories  by  the  great  Russian  author  Anton  Chekhov,  the  great- 
est writer  of  stories  who  ever  lived. 

At  Caraways  Delicatessen  you  can  spend  $4.75  on  a  jar  of 
Sable  &  Rosenfeld  Tarragon  Mayonnaise.  At  The  Steak  Shop  you 
can  order  a  dozen  4-ounce  bacon -wrapped  filet  mignons  for 
$26.95  or  a  tray  of  49  hors  d'oeuvres  for  $22.  And  at  Tip  Top 
Gourmet  Foods  you  can  get  Neo-Baldrian  Liquid,  the  "old  Euro- 
pean herbal  remedy  used  for  generations  as  a  natural  source 
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aid  to  SLEEP  and  RELAXATION"  —  price,  only  $5.39  for  a  100- 
ml  bottle.    But  neither  bribery  nor  threats  nor  appeals  to 
reason  will  squeeze  a  book  of  stories  by  Chekhov  out  of  the 
magnificent  Rock  of  the  Modern  Age  known  as  Yorkdale  Shopping 
Centre. 

For  $25.99  you  can  have  a  set  of  three  nickel -tungsten 
darts  at  Hobby  Hut  (dartboard  sold  separately).    For  $19.99 
you  can  obtain  an  ice  cream  cone  maker  for  use  in  a  microwave 
oven  at  the  Micro  Cooking  Centre.    For  $9.99  you  can  buy  an 
"electric  deodorant  diffuser"  at  Pro  Hardware.    You  plug  it 
into  a  wall  socket,  and  it  diffuses  deodorant  for  six  hours. 
Meanwhile,  at  Music  World  you  can  buy  Wayne  Gretzky's  video- 
tape Hookey  My  my  for  $39.95.    But  if  Anton  Chekhov  came 
back  from  the  dead  to  see  for  himself  how  the  future  had  un- 
folded, he  would  not  find  a  single  one  of  his  books  anywhere 
in  Yorkdale  Shopping  Centre,  located  in  suburban  Toronto, 
conveniently  close  to  Highway  401  (ample  parking  on  two 
levels). 

At  Bowring  you  can  get  a  bellows  for  your  fireplace  for 
$49.95;  the  brass  rack  for  the  bellows  is  only  $89.95.  Nat- 
urally, you  need  the  rack  to  put  the  bellows  in  and  vice- 
versa.    At  Ostranders  Jewellers  you  can  get  a  lovely  hand- 
painted  stonecraft  rabbit  for  $139.95.    At  Distinctive  Gifts 
you  can  get  a  bottle  opener  shaped  like  a  moose  for  $3.95  and 
a  sculpted  bear  with  a  disproportionately  large  fish  in  its 
mouth  --  in  authentic  Canadian  red  cedar  --  for  $139.  Don't 
forget  a  tube  of  moustache  wax  at  Gentlemen's  Court  for  only 
$6.98.    Do  forget  about  the  works  of  Anton  Chekhov,  author  of 
such  magnificent  stories  as  "Ward  Six"  and  "In  The  Ravine." 
There's  just  no  demand  for  them  in  these  parts. 

At  the  whimsical  Razz  'm  Tazz  you  can  spend  $4.99  for  a 
box  of  a  dozen  Toilet  Targets  for  peeing  on  in  your  toilet, 
and  there  is  a  molded  rubber  ice  bucket  shaped  like  a  toilet 
for  $19.99.    At  the  elegant  Crabtree  &  Evelyn  (New  York  * 
London  *  Paris)  you  can  buy  4  grams  of  bay  leaves  in  a  nice 
bottle  for  $2.75,  a  6.2-ounce  package  of  raspberry  chocolate 
crisps  for  $9.95  (more  than  the  average  monthly  income  in 
most  of  Africa)  and  a  3^-ounce  tube  of  sandalwood  shaving  cream 
for  $2.25.    And  at  Wishful  Thinking  you  can  buy  a  little  per- 
fumed disc  for  inserting  into  the  mouthpiece  of  your  tele- 
phone --  price,  only  $2.95.    But  no  amount  of  wishful  think- 
ing will  get  you  any  edition  —  hardcover  or  paperback  of 
stories  by  Anton  Chekhov,  the  son  of  a  small  shopkeeper,  the 
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grandson  of  a  serf,  holder  of  a  medical  degree,  and  winner  of 
the  Pushkin  Prize  in  1888  for  the  collection  in  The  Turilight. 

The  Bombay  Company  has  a  little  wooden  needlepoint  table 
for  $45.    Grand  &  Toy  has  a  Humector  (for  moistening  envel- 
opes) for  $2.98.    The  Key  Man  has  an  electric  windshield  scra- 
per for  $9.99  (plugs  into  the  cigarette  lighter  of  your  car). 
Junors  has  a  set  of  six  little  knives  for  opening  clams  for 
$15.98,  a  salad  dryer  for  $7.99,  and  a  porcelain  scotch  tape 
dispenser  in  the  shape  of  a  duck  for  $15.98.    And  Birks  has 
a  hand-cut  lead  crystal  atomizer  (made  in  Czechoslovakia)  for 
$50.    But  nobody  in  Yorkdale  has  a  book  of  stories  by  Chekhov 
for  any  amount  of  money. 

Shoppers  Drug  Mart  has  156  different  kinds  of  shampoo. 
Are  we  not  blessed  to  live  in  such  a  wonderful  world?  Get 
down  on  your  knees  and  thank  God  at  once. 

Kresge's  has  the  top  ten  albums  on  record  or  cassette 
for  $8.99  or  less,  including  Madonna,  Corey  Hart,  and  Don 
Johnston,  and  broken  brand-name  candy  bars  in  bulk  at  $2.99 
a  pound,  and  at  their  lunch  counter  you  can  nourish  your  body 
with  a  meal  of  fried  liver,  whipped  potatoes,  and  vegetable 
for  only  $2.89.    But  you  cannot  nourish  your  soul  with  the 
works  of  you-know-who. 

You  can  shape  up  at  the  Holiday  Fitness  Centre  (Co-ed 
Aerobics,  Ballet/Jazz,  Nautilus  '86,  Eagle  Equipment,  Jogging 
Tracks,  Computerized  Liferower  Machines,  Swimming  Pools,  Sau- 
nas, Co-ed  Steamrooms,  Whirlpools,  Professional  Squash  Coach, 
Pro  Shops,  Masseur,  Child  Care,  Fully  Licensed  Restaurants, 
and  More,  More,  More. . .Facilities  vary  from  location  to  loca- 
tion).   Laura  Secord  presents  their  European  Collection  (Tu- 
lip, Mont  Blanc,  Cameo,  Strawberry  Mousse,  Chocolate  Creme 
Mousse,  Hazelnut  Creme,  and  Fruit  Cordial),  but  you  can  settle 
for  little  marshmallow  Santas.    Carole's  Cheesecake  has  50 
different  flavors  of  cake,  from  $1.90  a  slice  or  from  $10.95 
a  small  cake.    And  the  government  liquor  store  has  three  dif- 
ferent melon-flavored  liqueurs.    But  the  entire  Yorkdale 
Shopping  Centre  has  zero  varieties  of  books  by  Anton  Chekhov, 
the  world's  greatest  author  of  stories. 

Jack  Eraser  has  colorful  boxer  shorts  for  only  $7.50. 
Calderone  has  hiking  shoes  for  $195,  which  are  probably  no 
more  serviceable  than  the  ones  at  Bata  for  $39.99,  but  the 
modern  shopper  can  tell  the  difference  even  if  I  can't.  Sox 
sells  Alfred  Sung  sox  (socks)  for  $8.50  (Buy  Canadian).  At 
Marks  &  Spencer  you  can  get  authentic  English-style  pork  pies 


28 


BO  CHEKHOV  AT  YORKDALE 


for  $4.99  and  authentic  Scottish-style  kilts  for  $59.99.  At 
Holt  Renfrew  ''The  Emo  Laszlo  Discovery  kit  is  yours  for  $85 
while  quantities  last  (Ask  our  consultant  for  details)  J'  At 
the  United  Cigar  Store  you  can  obtain  the  London  Sunday  Mir- 
ror for  $1.95,  a  gumball  machine  for  $24.99,  Whiz  cigar  hold- 
ers (for  all  types  of  cigars)  for  $1.99,  and  22  ounces  of 
"Vintage  Popping  Corn"  in  a  champagne-type  bottle  for  only 
$9.99.    But  nowhere  in  this  Mass  Market  of  Muck  can  you  find 
one  piddling  little  book  of  stories  by  Chekhov. 

DISCOVER  THE  FEELING  *  SHARE  THE  EXPERIENCE  *  CLIMATE- 
CONTROLLED  SHOPPING  AT  YOUR  FINGERTIPS  *  VALUE  DAYS  ARE  HERE 
*  UNBEATABLE  SELECTION  *  SANITARY  WASHROOMS  *  THE  EIGHTH  WON- 
DER OF  THE  WORLD  *  MIRACLES! 

At  P.J.'s  Pet  Centre  gold  skinks  are  $39.99  each  or 
$59.99  a  pair  (male  and  female),  and  there  are  20  different 
rawhide  toys  for  dogs  to  chew  on,  including  baseballs  at 
$4.69.    At  Yorkdale  Florist  the  Aloe  Vera  (see  shampoos  at 
Shoppers  Drug  Mart)  is  only  $4.95.    At  Radio  Shack  a  two- 
sound  electronic  siren  is  only  $29.95.    At  Lighting  Unlimited 
a  large  chandelier  is  only  $3,495  (light  bulbs  not  included). 
At  Picture  This  framed  prints  of  sports  cars,  such  as  the 
Porsche  convertible  and  the  Lamborghini  Countach,  are  only 
$49.95,  and  a  variety  of  framed  reproductions  of  the  paintings 
of  Robert  Bateman  sell  for  only  $59.95.    In  this  milieu  the 
works  of  Anton  Chekhov  are  to  be  despised.    What  censorship 
accomplishes  in  other  countries,  the  simple  forces  of  the 
market  place  accomplish  in  this  one. 

If  you  feel  faint      of  course,  I  meant  to  say  over- 
whelmed --  you  may  sit  beside  a  fountain  flanked  by  several 
bona  fide  palm  trees  and  contemplate  Dream  Shoppe  Lingerie 
and  the  mannikins  of  Mary  Morra,  Alton  Lewis,  and  Merino.  Or 
you  may  wander  over  to  Bikini  Village,  which  has  more  bikinis 
than  the  number  of  secret  fantasies  in  a  crowded  subway  car 
during  the  evening  rush  hour.    The  mannikin  in  the  window  of 
Bikini  Village  has  a  TV  monitor  instead  of  a  head,  but  there 
is  no  picture,  just  static.    This  may  or  may  not  mean  some- 
thing. 

You  have  not  even  ventured  yet  into  the  two  great  de- 
partment stores,  Eaton's  and  Simpsons.    Both  of  them  have 
book  departments  as  a  token  concession  to  literacy,  but  don't 
even  think  of  asking  for  the  collected  stories  of  Anton  Chek- 
hov, for  your  tired  heart  will  be  broken  irreparably.  The 
well-groomed  clerks  will  look  at  you  dumbly  for  a  moment  and 
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then  reply,  "Whatever' s  there." 

Whatever^s  there.    In  this  Massive  Monolith  of  Mammon, 
this  Macroscopic  Monument  to  Mediocrity,  whatever 's  there  is 
whatever' s  there,  and  you^  you  stupid  son  of  a  bitch,  ought 
to  know  that  by  now!    DEMOCRACY  IN  ACTION  *  THE  WILL  OF  THE 
MAJORITY  *  50  DIFFERENT  FLAVORS  *  GET  SOME  NOW  *  BARGAINS  * 
THE  NINTH,  TENTH,  AND  ELEVENTH  WONDERS  OF  THE  WORLD  *  FORGIVE 
ANY  INCONVENIENCE  DURING  EXPANSION  *  IMPROVED  ACCESS  FOR 
WHEELCHAIRS  *  THANK  YOU  FOR  SHOPPING  AT  YORKDALE  *  THE  WORLD 
AT  YOUR  DOORSTEP  *  WE'RE  ALL  THERE  FOR  YOU  *  FEEL  THE  EXCITE- 
MENT *  PARADISE  *  YOU  CAN'T  DIE  *  THIS  WAY  TO  SUBWAY. 

It's  back  to  the  subway  via  the  enclosed  walkway,  with- 
out Anton  Chekhov.    The  rain  is  still  coming  down.    The  city 
is  becoming  more  and  more  enclosed.    If  one  is  sufficiently 
clever  and  well  off,  it  is  already  possible  to  get  about  from 
home  to  work  to  shopping  without  ever  actually  being  out  of 
doors.    In  the  future  only  the  lowest  class  of  city  dwellers 
will  need  overcoats,  umbrellas,  and  boots.    The  future  be- 
longs to  brave  boys  and  girls  who,  in  the  words  of  the  pro- 
phet, "aren't  afraid  to  live  in  tubes  and  push  buttons!" 
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(Drawings  by  Furpo)* 


IS  THAT  YOU  ON  THE  CLIFF  OF  DEATH? 

The  man  on  the  cliff  represents  each  individual  of  the 
human  race.  His  problem  is  SIN.  "For  all  have  sinned,  and 
come  short  of  the  glory  of  God."  Romans  3:23. 

Sin  has  brought  spiritual  death  to  man.    The  Bible  says, 
"For  the  wages  of  sin  is  death..."  Romans  6:23.  "...So  death 
passed  upon  all  men,  for  that  all  have  sinned."  Romans  5:12. 

This  is  not  physical  death  but  spiritual  death.  This 
means  that  the  soul  that  is  separated  from  God  is  "dead  in 
*My  readers  are  no  doubt  happy  to  see  once  again  the  drawings 
of  my  brother  Furpo,  who  is  retarded  but  has  a  job.  Since 
his  appearance  as  the  illustrator  of  my  earlier  book  Simple 
Stories  For  Idiots^  Furpo  has  received  an  "A"  Grant  ($20,000) 
from  the  Canada  Council,  a  circumstance  I  am  very  proud  and 
happy  to  report.    This  grant  was  arranged  by  a  political  hack 
with  inside  connections,  and  Furpo  had  to  pay  him  10%  of  the 
grant  under  the  table  as  a  "finder's  fee,"  but  I  still  think 
it's  a  wonderful  accomplishment. 
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trespasses  and  sins."    We're  all  dead.  I  hope  that's  clear. 

Could  that  be  you  on  the  Cliff  of  Death?    I  wouldn't 
doubt  it  for  a  minute.    If  you  have  never  received  Jesus 
Christ  as  your  Saviour  then  you  are  still  under  the  sentence 
of  death,  for  the  Bible  says,  "...he  that  hath  not  the  Son  of 
God  hath  not  life."  I  John  5:12. 

Perhaps  you  say,  "I  don't  want  to  remain  in  death,  but 
there  is  no  bridge  from  the  Cliff  of  Death  to  the  Cliff  of 
Life.    How  can  I  pass  from  death  to  life?"    Glad  you  asked. 


THE  DUCK  OF  GOOD  WORKS 

In  looking  for  a  way  to  pass  from  the  Cliff  of  Death  to 
the  Cliff  of  Life^  don't  make  the  mistake  of  many  who  say,  "I 
will  be  saved  by  my  good  works."    For  the  Bible  says,  "For  by 
grace  are  ye  saved  through  faith,  and  that  not  of  yourselves; 
it  is  the  gift  of  God.    Not  of  words,  lest  any  man  should 
boast."  Ephesians  2:8,9. 

The  duck  of  good  works  would  not  be  long  enough  to  reach 
from  death  to  life. 

Let  me  also  warn  you  not  to  make  the  mistake  of  those 
who  say,  "I  have  been  baptized  and  belong  to  a  church.  What 
more  can  God  ask?" 

The  Bible  says,  "Except  a  man  be  born  again,  he  cannot 
see  the  kingdom  of  God."    Jesus  spoke  this  to  a  Jew  named  Ni- 
codemus.    Nicodemus  was  a  very  religious  man      a  leader  of 
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THE  CHAIN  SAW  OF  BAPTISM  AND  CHURCH  MEMBERSHIP 

the  Jews,  a  champion  body-builder,  and  a  member  of  the  syna- 
gogue --  but  his  religious  life  could  not  take  him  from  death 
to  life. 

The  chain  saw  of  baptism  and  church  membership  would  al- 
so be  too  short.  You  cannot  cross  from  one  cliff  to  the  oth- 
er even  with  both  the  duck  of  good  works  and  the  chain  saw  of 
baptism. 

God  knew  that  man  would  not  be  able  to  find  a  way  to 
pass  from  death  to  life.    Since  He  had  created  man  and  felt 
at  least  some  obligation  to  him,  God  Himself  provided  a  way. 

The  mora^  eel  (Jesus)  is  that  way  from  death  to  life. 
He  said,  "I  am  the  WAY... no  man  cometh  to  the  Father  but  by 
me."  John  14:6. 

Perhaps  you  ask,  "How  can  the  moray  eel  be  the  way?" 
You  see,  God  had  said,  "The  soul  that  sinneth,  it  shall  die." 
Ezekiel  18:4.    Since  God  is  love  He  did  not  want  man  to  be 
doomed  to  eternal  hell.    But  how  was  He  to  spare  man  and 
still  be  true  to  His  word,  since  He  had  said  that  the  man  who 
sins  will  die? 

It  is  here  that  God  showed  His  love  to  man.    He  sent  Je- 
sus to  die  on  the  cross  in  man's  place.    "For  God  so  loved 
the  world,  that  he  gave  his  only  begotten  Son,  that  whosoever 
believeth  in  him  should  not  perish,  but  have  everlasting 
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GOD  PROVIDED  A  WAY 


life."  John  3:16. 

This  is  why  Jesus  is  the  way  from  death  to  life.  He 
bore  your  punishment.    If  you  receive  Him  as  your  Saviour 
and  cross  the  chasm  on  the  moray  eel  of  Christ  crucified, 
then  your  sins  will  be  forgiven  and  you  will  receive  eternal 
life.    You  don't  even  need  the  duck  of  good  works  or  the 
chain  saw  of  baptism.    Let  the  Catholics  and  Protestants 
try  to  use  them,  ha! 


YOU  CAN  PASS  FROM  DEATH  TO  LIFE 
Jesus  said,  "He  that  heareth  my  word,  and  believeth  on 
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him  that  sent  me,  hath  everlasting  life  and  shall  not  come 
into  condemnation;  but  is  passed  from  death  unto  life."  John 
5:25. 

Clearly,  the  WAY  is  by  means  of  the  moray  eel  of  Jesus. 

Have  you  crossed  from  death  to  life?    If  not,  do  it 
right  now.    Tomorrow  may  be  too  late.    Just  now  ask  Jesus  to 
come  into  your  heart  and  save  you.    The  very  moment  you  do, 
you  will  pass  from  one  cliff  to  the  other  on  the  moray  eel 
of  Jesus. 
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Simon  slouched  behind  the  big  mahogany  desk  the  way  he 
used  to  do  in  grade  school,  making  himself  look  ridiculous. 
He  was  alone,  so  he  could  do  anything.    He  made  a  face  and 
drooled  and  grunted  as  he  sat  under  the  imperious  glare  of 
his  stern  ancestors  framed  forever  in  frozen  figures  of  su- 
preme success  and  self-confidence  on  the  oak-panelled  walls. 
They  were  immortal  in  their  bigness. 

Fleeno!  he  thought.    'NOy  Rooket-Smoogal . .  ,NOj  Mega... 
Mega. . .Mega  something ...  Irish  Water*  Dog?. . .No. . .  He  was  again 
thinking  of  a  new  name  for  his  corporation,  something  with  a 
high-prestige  Blitzkrieg  sound,  but  this  was  just  a  silly 
mental  exercise.    He  would  never  change  the  proud,  cold, 
steel -into-flesh  name  of . . .BREEZOCK  INTERNATIONAL! 

Simon  was  very  nervous  today,  and  when  he  got  nervous  he 
got  silly,  although  a  giant  of  industry.    Today  he  was  more 
nervous  than  ever  before  because  today  he  would  try  to  make 
The  Big  Deal.    He  had  made  deals  before,  but  this  would  be  the 
biggest  deal  by  far.    He  was  already  big,  but  in  a  few  hours 
he  would  be  bigger,  a  lot  more  bigger.    He  would  have  more 
bigness.    He  would  have  more  largeness  and  bigness  than  all 
his  ancestors  put  together. 

BUT  COULD  HE  MAKE  THE  BIG  DEAL??!1 

This  was  the  challenge  to  his  manly  glands,  to  his 
brain,  to  his  spiritual  whatever,  and  he  twitched  and  sweated 
and  told  himself  over  and  over  that  he  had  to  do  it,  and  he 
held  on  to  his  desk  and  shook  his  legs  spastically  and  knew 
that  he  would  have  to  pull  himself  together  in  order  to  make 
The  Big  Deal.    It  was  with  the  two  Orthodox  Jewish  brothers 
from  Montreal ,  the  ones  who  were  so  famous  yet  so  obscure 
that  they  rarely  went  out  and  saw  anyone  outside  their  own 
conglomerate  unless  it  was  to  make  a  Big  Deal.    They  were 
feared  and  envied  by  all  because  of  their  prodigious  bigness. 
What  was  their  secret?    Simon  wondered  whether  they  had  God 
on  their  side.    What  a  frightening  thought:  could  God  be  a 
Jew?    No.    Ridiculous.    He  had  to  be  a  WASP,  like  Simon. 

BUT  COULD  HE  MAKE  THE  BIG  DEAL!!?? 

Simon  picked  his  nose  violently  and  honked,  "Hnuh!... 
Hnuh! . . .Hnuh!"    He  hit  himself  on  the  head  repeatedly  with  a 
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pen.    He  fell  off  his  chair  under  his  desk  and  pretended  to 
have  a  seizure.    (Simon  Breezook  Re-ported  In  Stable  Condition 
In  Grace  Hospital.)    Now  he  was  a  Nazi  submarine  commander 
aiming  his  torpedoes  at  a  freighter.    Toot!  Toot!  Fire  away! 
AarghH  Death!  Death!    His  door  was  locked,  so  he  could  do 
all  these  things,  and  no  one  could  ever  know  that  a  maker  of 
Big  Deals  had  such  a  side  to  him. 

Okay,  just  one  more  minute  of  silliness  before  getting 
himself  together.    Pick  nose  and  eat  the  snot.    Pretend  to 
circumcise  SQ'Xf'-Aargh!!  Fain!    Shoot  machine  gun  at  bearded 
Orthodox  Jews,  YA  HA!    Tighten  anal  sphincter,  make  brrrping 
noise  with  lips.    Okay,  Seven  Dwarfs  at  Board  Meeting  r% 
fellow  Canadians. ..").    Sing  Camel  cigarette  jingle  from  the 
60' s.    "Are  you  smoking  more  now^  hut  enjoying  it  less?.,, 
hum-hum, . .Have  a  real  cigarette^  have  a  Camel..," 

Simon  got  up  into  his  chair,  straightened  his  tie, 
combed  his  hair,  and  looked  at  the  clock.    Was  he  ready  to 
make  The  Big  Deal?... No.    He  was  not  properly  primed.  He 
needed... he  needed... he  needed  Faul. 

He  pressed  a  button  on  his  intercom  and  spoke:  "Send  up 
my  chauffeur."    His  trusted  chauffeur,  Frank,  a  former  Mafia 
driver  and  a  convert  to  Mormon ism,  Frank  with  the  slicked-down 
black  hair  and  the  expression  of  Italian  homicidal  mania,  yet 
so  discreet      a  combination  of  traits  so  hard  to  find  these 
days.    A  man  Simon  could  trust.    A  man  who  understood  what  it 
was  like  to  be  a  big  man,  to  have  big  man-type  things  in  your 
head,  to  have  peculiar  needs  though  a  captain  of  industry. 

Frank's  knock  was  heard,  and  Simon  pressed  the  buzzer 
that  unlocked  the  door.    Frank  walked  in  and  doffed  his  cap. 
"Yes,  sir?" 

"I  need  Paul,"  said  Simon.    "Right  away." 

"Yes,  sir." 

Frank  drove  the  limo  slowly  along  Queen  St.,  looking 
down  all  the  alleys.    No  Paul.    He  stopped  and  checked  out  a 
vacant  building  in  Paul's  usual  territory.    No  Paul.  He 
looked  in  Paul's  preferred  hostel  and  park  and  a  couple  of 
other  hangouts,  but  Paul  wasn't  there.    He  finally  asked  a 
true-blue  Anglo-Saxon  derelict  who  was  drinking  a  bottle  of 
stomach  bitters  behind  a  church,  "You  seen  Paul  today?"  And 
the  former  choir  boy  said,  "Look  on  Spadina.    He  got  a  new 
friend  over  there." 

Frank  didn't  have  to  ask  where  on  Spadina.    He  knew  the 
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blue-eyed  descendant  of  conquerors  meant  Chinatown. 

So  Frank  drove  along  Spadina  and,  sure  enough,  there  was 
Paul  with  a  friend  sitting  in  front  of  Wo  Fat's  Fashion 
Imports  drinking  a  bottle  of  L' escapade  wine.    And  when 
Frank  saw  Paul  sitting  there  drinking  L^escapade^  he  thought. 
Life  is  interesting.     Life  isn^t  dull.    I  have  a  good  job. 

And  he  rolled  down  the  window  and  called  out,  "Hey, 
Paul !    He  needs  you!" 

And  Paul  smiled  at  the  familiar  face  in  the  limo  and 
said,  "Yeah?    Okey-dokey!"    And  he  got  up,  handed  the  bottle 
to  his  buddy,  and  staggered  into  the  limo. 

Meanwhile,  Simon  looked  impatiently  out  the  tinted  window 
at  the  monotonous  building  across  the  street  and  hummed  an  old 
Annette  Funicello  song: 

Tall  Paul  is  my  love^ 
Tall  Paul  is  my  dream ^ 
He  ^s  the  captain  of 

The  high  school  football  tea- ea-ea- earn. . . 

Time  ticked  inexorably  out  of  the  clock  like  blood  from 
a  kosher-killed  chicken.    He  was  getting  closer  to  The  Big 
Deal,  but  his  brain  had  to  be  just  right,  because  it  was  all 
in  the  brain  being  a  behemoth  of  industry.    You  had  to  be 
tough  with  a  rubber-tough  brain,  and  you  had  to  be  able  to 
retain  your  feces  for  seven  hours,  if  necessary.    You  had  to 
retain  with  the  best  of  them  in  order  to  make  Big  Deals  and 
attain  the  large  bigness  that  would  make  you  great.  Never 
let  'em  see  you  sweat.    Those  Orthodox  Jewish  brothers  from 
Montreal  --  he  had  to  admire  their  bigness.    He  would  try  to 
meet  them  as  an  equal .    Breezock  International^  he  thought 
over  and  over.    (Simon  Breezock  Saves  Young  Virgin  From  Ram- 
paging Rhino . ) 

There  was  the  long-awaited  knock  at  the  door.    Simon  ad- 
mitted Frank  and  Paul.    The  chauffeur  stepped  a  foot  or  so 
inside  the  room,  tipped  his  cap,  and  stepped  out  again.  Simon 
closed  the  door  and  looked  at  Paul,  a  smellier,  more  disgust- 
ing specimen  than  you  have  heretofore  imagined.    But  let  us 
be  grateful  that  at  least  one  such  creature  gave  back  to  so- 
ciety as  much  as  he  took.    Paul  served  a  function,  and  he 
served  it  well . 

There  was  no  need  for  preliminaries  or  conversation.  Si- 
mon pulled  down  his  trousers  and  knelt  against  an  arm  chair, 
his  chest  on  the  cushion,  his  buttocks  exposed.    Paul  took 
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out  his  tube  of  Vaseline,  which  he  always  carried  in  the  ev- 
ent he  was  needed,  greased  his  dick,  and  promptly  plunged  in- 
to Simon's  anus.    "YAAAAH,  BABYl    CHARGE  ME  UP!"  exclaimed 
Simon,  feeling  all  the  old  power  and  self-confidence  come 
back  into  him  like  a  new  battery. 

Simon  saw  the  Orthodox  Jewish  brothers  from  Montreal 
pull  up  in  their  limo  seventeen  stories  below.    They  looked 
so  small.    Why  had  he  ever  been  afraid  of  them?    He  could 
face  them  now.    He  could  make  The  Big  Deal. 

A  few  minutes  later  the  brothers  walked  in,  and  Simon 
was  already  much  taller  and  bigger  than  he  had  ever  been. 
They  sized  him  up  in  two  seconds,  and  their  handshakes  were 
strong,  eager,  and  respectful,  as  befits  commercial  inter- 
course between  the  gods  of  industry. 
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Ross  Johnson  awoke  with  the  taste  of  salami  in  his  mouth. 
He  had  had  another  of  his  salami  dreams.    There  was  the  huge 
packing  plant  --  dirty,  dimly-lit,  with  blood  all  over  the 
floor,  impossibly  long  cobwebs  hanging  from  the  ceiling,  and 
the  smell,  oh,  the  smelll    On  one  side  was  the  animal  pen, 
full  of  squealing,  grunting,  bleating,  squirming  animals  -- 
badgers,  armadillos,  goats,  snakes,  llamas,  zebras,  sloths, 
hedgehogs,  squids,  worms,  toads,  turkeys,  and,  of  course, 
pigs  and  cattle.    They  were  taken  indiscriminately  by  blood- 
stained lunatic  slaughterers  (non-union),  who  hacked  them  into 
pieces  and  sent  them  along  unskinned  and  uncleaned  into  huge 
vats  in  the  middle  of  the  floor.    This  fantastic  conglomera- 
tion of  flesh  boiled  furiously,  the  foul  vapors  rising  from 
the  uncovered  vats.    And  the  product  of  this  savage  cuisine 
was  then  shoveled  onto  conveyor  belts  toward  the  other  side 
of  the  building,  where  rusty  machines  ground  it  into  a  mash 
and  packed  it  into  sausage  tubes  and  packages  of  various  siz- 
es.   The  last  machine  affixed  the  different  labels,  either 
generic  or  name  brand,  for  the  companies  that  would  sell 
these  horrible,  beastly  salamis.    And  Ross  Johnson  was  there 
as  a  tester.    He  did  not  merely  nibble  but  gorged  himself  on 
this  unholy  flesh.    It  was  obscenely  horrible  stuff,  but  he 
loved  it!    Yes,  he  loved  it!    And  it  was  so  real  that  when  he 
awoke  he  could  still  taste  it. 

Johnson  bounced  out  of  bed  like  an  angry  dinosaur  eager 
to  sink  its  teeth  into  another  day's  prey.    He  cooked  a  break- 
fast consisting  of  one  egg  and  a  huge  slab  of  the  cheapest  ge- 
neric salami  available  in  his  local  supermarket.    He  fried  it 
for  a  minute  in  leftover  assorted  animal  fats  just  to  glaze 
the  surface,  then  sat  down  to  eat,  thinking  of  all  the  dis- 
gusting by-products  in  the  salami.    These  days  no  part  of  an 
animal  carcass  was  wasted,  and  the  worst  parts  went  into  sa- 
lami.   And  Johnson  only  ate  the  worst  salami  he  could  find. 
Why,  there  might  be  pig  snouts,  goat  ears,  ox  tails,  chicken 
necks,  and. . .perhaps  even  the  anuses  of  diseased  horses!  God, 
it  was  wonderful!    Johnson  was  not  at  all  put  off  by  such 
thoughts;  on  the  contrary,  he  prided  himself  on  being  able  to 
eat  any  part  of  any  animal,  like  a  fierce  tyrannosaurus  rip- 
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ping  apart  the  bellies  of  insipid,  submissive  plant-eaters. 
He  could  visualize  himself  that  way,  his  mouth  dripping  blood, 
membranes  and  skin  stuck  between  his  teeth,  his  stomach  acids 
dissolving  everything  he  swallowed. 

After  brushing  his  teeth,  gargling  with  strong  mouthwash, 
and  washing  all  gross  matter  from  his  hands  and  face,  he  put 
on  his  best  grey  suit  and  prepared  himself  for  another  day  as 
President  of  the  National  Life  Assurance  Company. 

As  Johnson  drove  to  work,  he  varied  his  route,  as  always, 
in  the  hope  of  finding  a  different  grocery  store  where  he 
might  discover  a  new  cheap,  horrible  salami.    The  object  of 
his  quest      his  Holy  Grail       was  the  foulest  salami  ever 
known  to  man.    And  in  this  pursuit  he  showed  all  the  demands 
of  a  connoisseur.    The  salami  had  to  be  more  than  just  cheap. 
It  had  to  have  a  bad  color,  an  unsavory  taste  and  odor,  and, 
preferably,  it  had  to  have  recognizable  pieces  of  by-products 
that  could  be  picked  out  with  a  knife  or  tweezers  and  studied 
under  a  microscope  —  veins  and  cartilage  at  the  very  least  -- 
pieces  of  matter  with  peculiar  shapes,  colors,  and  textures. 
In  the  car,  Johnson  would  dictate  into  a  pocket-size  recorder 
memos  regarding  stores.    ^^Looks  like  Albanian  gvocevy  at  tine 
eovnev  of  Boswiek  and  Myrtle,    Real  shabby.    Looks  goodJ^  He 
would  check  the  store  out  after  work,  if  possible. 

At  work,  Johnson  gave  no  hint  of  his  salami  mania  to  any- 
one.   All  day  long  his  thoughts  might  be  on  horrible  salami, 
or  he  might  have  such  disconnected  thoughts  as  "Should  I  jump 
out  the  window?"  or  "Should  I  steal  the  janitor ^s  mop?"  But 
he  would  always  collect  himself.    "No^  I  must  run  this  compa- 
ny."  And  it  was  well-run  indeed.    Ask  anyone  who  has  ever 
held  a  policy  with  the  National  Life  Assurance  Company,  or 
just  walked  into  their  building  to  sell  cookies  for  charity, 
or  been  killed  in  a  non-compensable  act  of  God.    They  will 
all  tell  you:  the  National  Life  Assurance  Company  is  an  ex- 
cellent company. 

As  lunch  time  approached,  Johnson  would  become  nervous 
and  irritable.    His  stomach  cried  out  for  horrible  salami, 
but  he  could  not  be  seen  eating  such  stuff.    If  he  had  a 
lunch  appointment,  he  would  have  to  go  to  a  good  restaurant 
and  force  himself  to  eat  some  miserable  stuff  like  filet  mig- 
non  or  trout  almondine.    If  he  ate  in  the  company  cafeteria. 
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he  had  to  eat  their  wholesome  food. 

Today  he  went  to  the  cafeteria,  suffering  from  salami 
withdrawal,  and  angrily  ordered  the  hot  turkey  sandwich  with 
gravy,  whipped  potatoes,  and  peas.    As  he  headed  for  his  re- 
served table,  he  noticed  a  new  bus  boy,  whose  hair  was  a  bit 
on  the  long  side.    The  bus  boy  was  actually  a  rock  musician 
and  singer  who  was  working  there  temporarily  as  a  favor  to 
the  manager  of  the  cafeteria.    Johnson  glared  at  this  worthy, 
creative  human  being  and  said,  "Haven't  you  got  a  barber?" 

The  bus  boy  was  momentarily  taken  aback  and  then  re- 
plied, "Yeah." 

"Is  he  on  strike?"  snapped  Johnson. 

"No." 

"Well,  why  don't  you  go  see  him!"    And  Johnson  sat  down, 
somewhat  happier  for  having  spoken  rudely  to  someone  so  far 
beneath  him.    (Insurance  executives  or  other  big  wheels  should 
never  speak  this  way  to  a  bus  boy,  for  he  just  might  be  per- 
sonally acquainted  with  a  writer  of  satirical  stories.) 

A  short  distance  from  Johnson  sat  Watson,  a  vice-presi- 
dent and  a  real  climber,  who  was  eating  a  healthy  fruit  salad. 
Johnson  hated  Watson  for  being  a  vegetarian.    He  didn't  hate 
him  for  being  an  ass-sucking  toady.    That  was  perfectly  okay 
in  a  big  insurance  company.    But  a  vegetarian?    God,  it  made 
Johnson  want  to  puke!    And  Watson  just  kept  his  eyes  on  his 
plate,  glancing  over  at  Johnson  only  long  enough  to  smile  po- 
litely, and  dreamed  of  the  presidency. 

Johnson's  drive  home  was  an  expressway  headache,  and  the 
old  salami  smell  from  the  glove  compartment  made  his  stomach 
cry  out  for  satisfaction.    (He  had  given  up  carrying  an  emer- 
gency ration  there  after  nearly  being  found  out  by  a  business 
associate. ) 

Now  he  counted  each  mile  to  his  exit  and  then  honked  his 
way  past  all  the  timid  eaters  of  normal  food  until  he  got  to 
that  Albanian  grocery  at  Boswick  and  Myrtle.    He  pulled  into 
the  little  shopping  plaza  and  parked  in  front  of  the  store, 
his  palms  sweaty,  his  mouth  salivating,  his  heart  beating 
fast. 

He  went  into  the  store,  glanced  nervously  at  the  propri- 
etor, and  soon  found  the  counter  with  the  packaged  meats.  And 
there  he  struck  paydirt!    He  picked  up  the  plastic  package 
with  the  red  and  black  label  featuring  the  likeness  of  a 
fierce-looking  man  dressed  in  a  fancy  tunic,  with  a  crown  on 
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his  head  and  a  sword  stuck  in  his  belt.... KING  ZOG  SALAMI.  He 
had  never  heard  of  it,  but  it  looked  disgusting.    The  stuff 
was  a  trifle  green  around  the  edges.    He  looked  for  an  expiry 
date,  but  there  wasn't  any.    When  he  examined  the  texture  of 
the  meat  he  saw  shapes  like  the  whorls  of  fossilized  inverte- 
brates.   The  price  was  the  final  tip-off  —  $2.69  for  500 
grams ! 

He  took  the  package  to  the  counter  and  nervously  fished 
out  a  fiver.    The  moustachioed  grocer  in  the  dirty  apron 
looked  at  him  with  suspicion.    Mainly,  it  was  Johnson's  neat 
three-piece  suit  and  the  gleaming  Lincoln  parked  out  front. 
He  dropped  Johnson's  change  on  the  counter  instead  of  handing 
it  to  him.    "You  Communist?"  he  growled. 

"What?   Oh,  no,  not  me!" 

"No,  you  too  rich  1  CommunistJ" 

"Heh,  heh,  no  problem!"  said  Johnson.  "I  don't  mind.  I 
have  a  friend  who's  Russian,  heh,  heh." 

"Russia. . .p?ztoo/"  he  spat.  "Only  Albanians  true  Commu- 
nists I " 

"Heh,  heh,  okay!    Well,  thanks!" 

Johnson  returned  to  his  car,  drove  home,  and  parked  in 
his  driveway.    Too  impatient  to  even  go  inside  and  make  a 
sandwich,  he  ripped  open  the  package  right  there  in  the  car 
with  a  penknife  and  devoured  the  entire  salami  with  the  vora- 
city of  a  tyrannosaurus  biting  the  neck  of  a  trachodon,  or  an 
insurance  salesman  selling  a  big  policy  to  a  feeble-minded 
Newfoundlander. 

His  belly  full  of  King  Zog  Salami,  he  waddled  into  his 
condo,  where  he  lived  alone,  went  up  to  bed  in  a  stupor  of 
satiation,  and  went  to  sleep.    That  evening  he  dreamed  his 
last  salami  dream. 

At  the  cemetery  all  the  executives  of  the  National  Life 
Assurance  Company  stood  around  the  coffin  poised  above  the 
grave.    And  as  the  Reverend  Morton  Nutley  delivered  his  eulo- 
gy, extolling  Johnson's  rare  human  qualities  and  corporate 
skill,  a  nervous  Watson  began  to  feel  a  void  in  his  stomach. 
He  was  hungry.    "...And  we  know  his  leadership  will  serve  as 
an  example  for  those  who  must  pick  up  the  burden  he  has  left 

to  them  "    Eyes  turned  briefly  toward  Watson,  the  acting 

President  of  the  company.    But  his  mind  was  on.,. Oh,  God!  he 
thought.    If  they  ever  found  out  I    Me,  the  new  President  of 
the  company  I    But  they  never  will!    And  as  the  coffin  sank 
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slowly  into  the  ground,  Watson  threw  his  little  rose  upon  it 
and  was  the  first  to  head  for  the  parking  lot. 

His  hands  trembling,  he  rolled  down  the  window  to  let 
the  heat  escape  and  then  reached  for  the  glove  compartment. 
There  it  was,  ready  to  be  eaten  as  soon  as  he  could  get  safe- 
ly away:  canned  fried  Hoe  I    Was  there  a  fouler  food  on  the 
face  of  the  earth!    His  quest  was  for  the  worst  brand  of  all. 
For  now,  he  was  hooked  on  Uncle  Wong  Brand,  whose  shit-colored 
little  grains  gave  off  a  smell  when  heated  that  would  knock 
down  a  buzzard.    It  was  hovrihle,  horrihle,  ha,  ha! , . . .But 
he  loved  it  I 
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On  a  typically  dreary  winter's  day  in  Toronto,  I  sat  in 
the  food  concession  area  of  one  of  the  shopping  malls  to 
which  I  habitually  repaired  in  order  to  get  warm  after  hours 
on  the  street  selling  my  books.    On  this  afternoon  I  had  so 
far  sold  nothing  and  preferred  not  to  spend  any  money  on  my 
coffee  break.    In  fact,  business  had  been  so  bad  this  winter, 
I  had  recently  taken  to  packing  a  thermos  of  coffee  and  a  do- 
nut  in  my  satchel  every  day  in  order  to  save  a  bit  of  money. 

On  the  wall  nearest  me  was  a  sign  that  read  as  follows: 

Please  Note 

Only  food  purchased  at 
Gourmet  Square 
may  be  consumed 
in  these  premises. 

The  Management 

I  gave  no  thought  to  this  sign.    Instead,  my  thoughts 
were  these:  what  words  could  I  coax  out  of  my  typewriter  that 
would  have  enough  of  an  impact  on  the  world  to  lift  me  out  of 
this  swamp  of  obscurity  and  near-poverty?    I  thought  of  great 
writers  and  their  works,  admired  and  respected  by  critics. 

And  I  visualized  my  own  typewriter,  my  fingers  on  the  keys  

If  the  right  words  came  out,  would  I,  too,  be  respected?  Af- 
ter much  reflection  and  self-examination,  I  concluded  that  I 
had  already  made  some  right  words  come  out,  and  yet  what  was 
my  reward?    The  major  review  media  ignored  my  little  books, 
and  the  arts  councils  to  which  I  submitted  my  work  showed  me 
not  one  whit  of  approval.    What  was  it  that  these  shits  want- 
ed? 

"He  whips  me,"  came  a  barely  hushed  voice  from  the  next 
table.    A  dumpy,  middle-aged  lady  with  Jewish  features  was 
seated  across  from  a  man  her  own  age,  a  rather  insipid-looking 
man  with  a  waxy  complexion.    He  wore  a  brown  suit  that  looked 
as  old  as  I  was.    They  had  trays  of  food  from  the  Mexican 
counter,  Los  Rios,  but  they  were  just  picking  at  it.    "I  have 
to  let  him  whip  me,"  the  lady  repeated,  apparently  believing 
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no  one  could  hear  her.    And,  indeed,  amid  the  background 
noise,  no  one  but  I  would  have  picked  out  her  voice       I  who 
tune  in  out  of  professional  curiosity.    The  pained  expressions 
of  these  two  persons  met  head-on  somewhere  between  his  burrito 
and  her  soup. 

"Why  do  you  do  this  to  me,  Martha?"  asked  the  man. 

"It  has  nothing  to  do  with  you.    It  is  just  me,  my  sick- 
ness, my  dead  soul  "    And  then  they  switched  from  English 

to  what  I  took  to  be  Yiddish. 

Where  was  I?... Yes,  the  arts  councils.    Why  was  it  that 
they  did  not  respect  me?    Was  it  because  my  words  were  not 
right,  or  was  it  because  I  published  my  own  books  and  sold 
them  on  the  street,  in  defiance  of  convention?    On  one  appli- 
cation I  had  had  the  audacity  to  write:  ^^How  many  of  you  peo- 
ple  would  have  the  nerve  to  stand  behind  your  work  with  your 
own  money  and  your  own  body  as  I  do  mine?    Consider  that  when 
you  make  your  decision.    Your  rejection  means  that  I  must 
spend  yet  another  winter  on  the  streets,"    And  in  the  section 
where  I  was  to  list  two  references,  I  listed  my  dentist,  be- 
cause the  Council  had  never  contacted  any  of  my  references 
anyway.    I  thought  they  might  be  amused. 

A  few  tables  over,  a  young  guy  sat  down,  and  I  was  momen- 
tarily alarmed  because  I  recognized  him  as  someone  who  had 
once  threatened  me.    He  had  the  unmistakable  eyes  of  a  psycho- 
tic, and  he  was  a  martial  arts  devotee  --  a  deadly  combina- 
tion.   However,  he  didn't  pay  any  attention  to  me,  probably 
because  he  didn't  even  remember  me.    He  had  a  fruit  salad  from 
the  sandwich  bar  run  by  the  East  Indians.    I  had  observed  this 
guy  on  the  street  many  times  and  judged  him  to  be  a  complete 
lunatic  capable  of  killing,  and  here  he  was  sitting  among  or- 
dinary, decent  people  in  the  food  area  of  the  mall. 

I  sipped  my  home-made  instant  coffee  and  nibbled  my  stale 
supermarket  donut  (past  expiry  date  and  reduced  for  quick 
sale).    I  thought  about  a  very  minor  poet  I  knew  slightly  who 
had  recently  been  appointed  writer-in-residence  at  a  large  li- 
brary —  a  post  that  paid  $30,000  for  one  year.    How  did  these 
things  happen?    Some  people  get  respect  and  some  don't,  but 
how  exactly  does  this  happen?    A  colleague  of  mine  had  once 
called  me  up  to  ask  me  to  substitute  for  him  on  a  reading  tour 
of  Newfoundland  during  National  Book  Week.    I  told  him,  "Da- 
vid, I'll  consider  it,  but  I  don't  think  the  Council  will  ap- 
prove me."    He  replied,  "Oh,  you're  too  pessimistic.  Why 
wouldn't  they  approve  you?    I'll  call  the  organizer  and  fix 
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it  up."    Two  days  later  he  called  me  back:  "You  were  right. 
They  wouldn't  approve  you." 

I  noticed  a  wino  who  often  loitered  in  the  laundromat  I 
patronized      a  truly  loathsome  character  who  usually  smelled. 
He  was  having  a  coffee  and  a  donut,  too,  but  they  were  from 
one  of  the  food  counters.    I  had  seen  this  guy  piss  on  the 
side  of  the  building  next  to  the  laundromat  several  times,  in 
full  view  of  passers-by      a  man  with  no  shame,  no  pride. 

One  time  I  had  taken  my  latest  books  to  a  book  store  that 
had  recently  been  bought  by  an  arrogant  Dutchman.    He  didn't 
know  me  from  a  hole  in  the  ground,  if  you'll  pardon  the  cli- 
che'.   I  walked  in  with  my  satchel  and  said  with  perfect  po- 
liteness, "Hello.    I  have  two  new  books  I'd  like  to  offer  you 
on  consignment."    "No  consignments!  Sorryl"  the  man  said,  smi- 
ling with  superiority.    (I  had  not  even  gotten  the  books  out 
of  my  satchel.)    "Orders  from  head  office,"  he  added  (a  lie). 
I  paused  for  a  moment  and  then  asked  meekly,  "Is  that  an  ab- 
solute 'no'?"    "I'm  afraid  so,"  he  said,  his  eyes  gleaming 
with  apparent  satisfaction.    "I  understand,"  I  replied,  and  I 
walked  out.    The  next  day  one  of  his  clerks  who  knew  me  found 
me  on  the  street  and  said,  "I  understand  you  brought  your 

books  in  to  F  ,  and  he  turned  you  down."    "Yes,  I'm  afraid 

so,"  I  replied.    "Well,  you  see,"  my  acquaintance  explained, 

"F         is  like  that.    He  loves  an  argument.    It  would 've  made 

him  happy  if  you'd  argued  with  him  to  take  your  books,  and  he 
probably  would've  taken  them.    Besides,  he  didn't  know  you. 
If  you  want  to  come  back  with  me,  I'll  take  care  of  it  for 
you."    To  which  I  replied,  "There  are  enough  book  stores 
where  I'm  treated  like  a  writer  when  I  walk  in  the  door  that 
I  don't  have  to  take  bullshit  from  your  stupid  boss."  That 
store  has  never  gotten  my  books  since  then. 

"You  white  men  think  you're  so  fucking  great,"  came  a  wo- 
man's voice  from  another  table  nearby.    She  was  a  native  Indi- 
an, not  unattractive  but  rather  dirty  and  apparently  a  little 
drunk  or  stoned.    She  was  addressing  this  guy  in  his  forties 
wearing  a  cheap  olive-green  coat  with  a  ring  of  dirt  around 
the  collar  and  the  name  of  some  bowling  league  stitched  on  the 
sleeve.    He  was  kind  of  ugly,  and  I  sized  him  up  as  a  loser 
who  was  so  desperate  to  get  laid  that  he'd  picked  up  this  In- 
dian chick  and  was  trying  to  cozy  up  to  her.    He  had  evidently 
bought  her  some  food  from  the  Italian  counter,  Comacino,  but 
she  was  too  busy  talking  to  eat.    He  was  nursing  a  coffee  and 
his  sexual  hopes.    "You  white  men  don't  know  shit,"  the  girl 
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went  on,  her  voice  a  little  too  loud.    "You  ruin  our  land,  you 
put  us  on  reservations,  you  don't  give  us  nothing,  and  then 
you  look  down  on  us.    I  come  to  this  city  and  I  can't  find  no 
fucking  job,  and  my  people  lived  in  this  country  before  yours 

did  "    She  went  on  and  on  in  this  vein,  and  this  jerk  just 

sat  there  taking  all  this  with  a  stupid  grin  on  his  face.  "You 
treat  us  like  slaves.    You  think  we're  nothing,  but  you're  the 
one  who's  nothing,  white  man."    I  thought  I  recognized  this 
obnoxious  girl  as  an  occasional  panhandler  on  Bloor  St.  The 
guy  never  said  a  word.    He  was  going  to  take  all  her  insults 
indefinitely  if  he  could  eventually  get  her  into  bed.    I  had- 
n't had  sex  in  nearly  a  year,  but  I  wouldn't  have  taken  this 
girl  to  bed  even  if  she  paid  me. 

I  thought  of  a  story  I  had  written      a  very  poignant 
story,  not  like  most  of  mine.    If  I  had  ever  coaxed  the  right 
words  out  of  my  typewriter,  that  was  the  time.    I  showed  it 
to  a  lady  writer  I  knew,  and  she  liked  it  so  much  that  I  de- 
cided to  submit  it  to  a  literary  competition.    I'd  have  been 
happy  with  even  third  prize.    That  was  worth  $2,000.    And  what 
happened?    The  story  was  never  even  read  by  the  judges  be- 
cause it  got  screened  out  by  the  preliminary  reader  I 

And  these  were  the  thoughts  that  burdened  me  as  I  sat  in 
Gourmet  Square. 

When  I  looked  up,  I  saw  a  security  guard  looking  at  me 
from  about  twenty  feet  away.    He  looked  unfriendly.    Or  was 
he  looking  at  one  of  the  objectionable  people  near  me?  No, 
he  was  looking  at  me^  an  author  of  literary  works.    The  guard 
walked  towards  me  and  leaned  over  my  table.    "Did  you  notice 
that  sign,  sir?    You  can't  eat  stuff  from  outside  in  here." 

"I  buy  food  here  all  the  time,"  I  protested.    "Just  once 
I  bring  something  from  home  and  I'm  not  even  allowed  to  sit 
here  and  eat  it?" 

"It's  a  rule  of  the  management,"  he  said. 

"Well,  this  mall  is  open  to  the  public,  and  if  there's 
no  other  place  where  a  person  like  me  can  sit  and  eat--" 

"We  do  have  a  place  for  you  if  you  want  to  eat  your  own 
stuff,"  he  said. 

"Where?"  I  asked,  much  surprised. 

"Back  there."    He  pointed  to  a  door  used  by  the  cleaners 
and  maintenance  staff.    "Please  come  with  me." 

Although  I  was  deeply  offended,  I  decided  not  to  make  a 
scene  in  a  public  place.    The  guard  led  me  to  the  door  and 
escorted  me  into  some  sort  of  storage  area.    There  were  mops. 
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brooms,  and  cleaning  materials  on  the  floor  and  containers 
and  plastic  bags  full  of  garbage.    Two  other  guards  sat  at  a 
table  drinking  coffee  —  a  black  guy  and  a  skinny  white  guy 
with  acne.    There  was  a  Toronto  Sun  between  them,  with  the 
page-three  cheesecake  photo  face  up.    "You  can  sit  there," 
said  my  escort,  pointing  to  another  table. 

The  black  guard  remarked,  "You  cheap,  buddy?    You  don't 
wanna  buy  food  here?" 

The  white  guard  turned  around  and  added,  "These  people 
have  families  to  feed,  ya  know.  What  if  everyone  was  cheap 
as  you,  what  would  happen  then?" 

"I  have  no  idea,"  I  replied,  containing  my  anger. 

"Think  about  it,"  the  guard  said,  turning  back  to  his 
partner  and  his  newspaper. 

I  sat  down  with  my  cold  coffee  and  half-eaten  donut. 

The  black  guard  asked  my  escort,  "Is  Otto  back  yet?" 

"No,  he  ain't  back  yet."    My  escort  returned  to  the  food 

area. 

The  two  guards  having  their  break  ignored  me.    The  white 
one  read  from  the  paper:  "^The  suspect  is  wanted  in  connection 
with  the  abduction  and  rape — 

"Wait,  you  said  thuh  and  then  you  said  thee^''  interrupted 
the  black  guard. 

"I  did?" 

"Yeah.    You  said  'thuh  suspect'  and  'thee  abduction.' 
Why  is  it  that  sometimes  it's  thuh  and  sometimes  it's  thee?" 
"I  dunno.    It  just  is." 

"I  almost  always  say  thuh.    It  don't  sound  natural  when 
people  say  thee. " 

The  white  guard  appeared  to  think  for  a  second.    "In  my 
school  we  usually  always  said  thuh,  too,  but  sometimes  we  said 
thee.  " 

"Yeah,  in  school  the  teachers  say  thee  but  most  people 
say  thuh. " 

''Thee  is  okay  sometimes.    It  don't  really  matter." 
"I  wonder  if  it  says  in  the  dictionary  what  it  should 

be." 

"I  dunno."    He  picked  up  the  paper.    "Would  you  say  'thee 
suspect'  and  'thuh  abduction'?" 

"No,  I'd  say  it  like  you  said  it  --  'thuh  suspect'  and 
'thee  abduction.'    That  is,  if  you  say  it  fast.    If  I  thought 
about  it,  maybe  I'd  say  'thuh  abduction.'    I  don't  know." 

"I  think  you  can  say  thuh  or  thee  depending  on  how  it 
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fits." 

"Yeah,  I  guess  so."    The  black  guard's  brow  was  creased 
in  thought.    "I  don't  think  they  teach  you  this,  you  just 
know  whether  to  say  thuh  or  thee.    But  I  still  say  thuh  most 
of  the  time." 

"Yeah,  me  too.  But  thee  is  good  sometimes.  It's  more 
high-class  or  something.  Like,  if  you're  with  a  chick,  you 
oughta  say  thee  sometimes  to  impress  her. " 

"Unless  she  says  thuh  all  the  time.    Then  you  wanna  fit 
in  with  her,  so  you  should  say  thuh  like  she  does." 

*'Fit  in  with  her ^  heh,  heh!    That's  good!"    The  white 
guard  made  an  obscene  gesture. 

"Yeah,  ha,  ha  Thuh  pussy,  ha,  ha." 

''Thee  pussy." 

"No,  you  say  thuh  pussy." 

''Thee  pussy  is...uh,  hot." 

"No,  it's  thuh^"  insisted  the  black  guard. 

"I  know.    I  was  just  kidding.    I  think  about  ninety  per 
cent  of  the  time  it  should  be  thuh.    It's  kinda  funny  how  you 
can  say  it  two  ways,  and  it's  only  a  short  word." 

The  black  guard  nodded.    "Well,  between  you  and  me,  you 
can  say  thuh  or  thee  any  time  you  like,  it  don't  make  no  dif- 
ference to  me." 

"Me  neither.    You  can  say  thuh  or  thee^  and  I  won't  say 
nothing." 

"Okay,  brother,  it's  a  deal!" 

"Right  on,  brother!"    The  two  men  shook  hands  like  true 

pals. 

Suddenly  the  door  opened.    "Otto!"  exclaimed  the  white 
guard  happily. 

"What  took  you  so  long.  Otto?"  asked  the  black  guard. 

"I  get  a  little  stuck  in  traffic,"  said  the  elderly 
white-haired  little  man  with  an  Italian  accent.    He  held  a 
large  brown  bag  with  a  wet  spot  at  the  bottom. 

"Did  you  get  it?"  asked  the  white  guard. 

"Yeah,  I  get  a  good  one  for  you." 

"All  right!"  said  the  black  guard,  clapping  his  hands. 
The  two  guards  got  up  and  followed  Otto  to  his  locker, 

where  he  took  off  his  coat  and  hung  it  up.    The  white  guy  took 

the  bag  impatiently  and  looked  inside.    "Ugh!    Is  that  ever 

gross!    It  ain't  alive,  is  it?" 

"No,  it'sa  dead.    You  tink  I  gonna  bring  you  one  that's 

still  alive?    You  tink  I' ma  crazy?" 
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The  white  guard  pulled  an  octopus  out  of  the  bag.  Its 
tentacles  hung  limp.    I  thought.  This  poor  creature  onoe 
lived  in  the  sea^  away  from  all  this.    The  black  guard  laughed 
at  the  sight  of  the  octopus.    The  white  guard  held  it  up  and 
cocked  his  arm.    "Catch  it,  Roy!"    And  he  tossed  the  octopus 
at  the  black  guard,  who  dodged  it,  letting  it  fall  to  the 
floor. 

"Ohh,  yuck!    It  stinksl"    He  picked  it  up  by  one  tentacle 
and  flung  it  back.    "You  catch  it!" 

The  white  guard  caught  it  against  his  pants.    Both  guards 
were  now  laughing  like  idiots  as  they  tossed  the  dead  octopus 
back  and  forth.    Meanwhile,  Otto  sat  down  at  the  table  and 
took  out  a  leaflet  titled  "The  Eternal  Question"       the  sort 
of  religious  tract  people  hand  out  on  the  street.    He  put  on 
his  glasses  and  read  it  to  himself,  all  the  while  ignoring  the 
guards.    He  only  glanced  at  me,  saying  nothing. 

"Joe  Montana  goes  back  to  pass!"  announced  the  white 
guard.    "He  throws  Touchdown!" 

The  black  guard  cocked  his  arm.    "Whutchoo  mean,  Joe 
Montana?    Doug  Williams!    The  first  black  quarterback  in  the 

N.F.L. ! . . . .He's  standing  up  in  the  pocket!  It's  a  bomb!" 

The  octopus  sailed  in  my  direction  and  landed  with  a  splat  on 
my  table  as  the  white  guard  banged  into  me  in  his  attempt  to 
catch  it  and  then  cracked  up  with  laughter.    He  didn't  even 
apologize.    He  acted  as  though  I  weren't  even  there. 

Otto  cleared  his  throat  and  turned  the  leaflet  over.  I 
caught  a  glimpse  of  a  cross  and  a  question  mark. 

I  had  already  finished  my  coffee  and  donut  but  decided 
to  sit  and  watch  this  idiotic  spectacle. 

The  door  opened  and  the  first  guard  stuck  his  head  in. 
"Are  you  still  here?"  he  asked  me  harshly. 

"I'm  finished,"  I  said. 

"Okay,  if  you're  finished  you  got  no  business  being  here 
any  more." 

I  got  up  and  slung  my  satchel  over  my  shoulder  my 
satchel  full  of  books  containing  words  that  were  either  right 
or  not  right,  who  knew?   And  as  I  went  through  the  door,  which 
the  guard  held  open  for  me,  he  said  to  me  rather  loudly,  "You 
think  you're  special,  don't  you?  You  think  you're  too  good  to 
II   be  like  other  people!"    Several  faces  looked  up  at  me,  mouths 
I    stopped  in  mid-chew.    Their  faces  asked,  Who  is  this  criminal? 
i   And  without  saying  a  word  --  without  even  looking  back  --  I 
headed  toward  the  nearest  exit  and  the  street. 
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The  arthur  of  this  bok^  Crad  Kilodney^  has  been  writting 
for  about  six  months  and  hopes  to  be  a  real  writter  some  day. 
This  is  his  second  bok^  the  first  one  was  about  snakes.  It 
had  some  pitchers  and  story  about  snakes.    But  it  dint  sell. 

The  arthur  has  to  sell  his  boks  on  the  street  because  he 
dont  haiye  much  talent  yet  and  cant  find  no  publisher.    He  wood 
like  to  take  a  creative  writting  corse  somehwere  like  at  York 
or  O.C.A.  to  lem  to  writ^  but  first  he  got  to  finish  high- 
school  by  home  corespondence . 

If  you  have  some  advise  for  the  arthur^  please  let  him 
no  because  he  needs  it.     (See  adress  in  front  of  bok.) 

If  things  dont  work  out  soon^  the  arthur  will  probly  quit 
writting  and  go  work  in  a  publishers  warehouse  so  he  can  lem 
more  about  the  world  of  littature. 

The  arthur y  Kilodney^  hopes  you  havnt  been  incomvenienced 
by  him  selling  his  boks  on  the  street.    It  probly  wont  be  for 
long. 


GUARANTEED  WHOLESOME  LITERATURE!! I 

If  you've  been  searching  for  a  book  of  nice  Canadian  stories 
you  wouldn't  be  ashamed  to  be  seen  reading  on  the  subway,  this 
is  it!    In  fact,  you  can  enhance  your  image  in  the  eyes  of 
your  fellow  man  by  holding  this  book  up  in  such  a  way  that 
others  can  see  what  you're  reading!    So  buy  it  now  and  show 
how  proud  you  are  to  be  a  nice,  average  Canadian  who  likes  to 
read  nice  stories  by  a  real  live  Canadian  writer! 

Don't  even  bother  to  look  inside  the  book  first.  Trust  us: 
it's  a  nice  book.    Nothing  at  all  to  worry  about.    Nothing  of- 
fensive, immoral,  or  perverted.    You've  had  your  fill  of  those 
kinds  of  books  already,  haven't  you?    You'd  like  to  get  back 
to  those  basic,  old-fashioned  values  by  reading  nice  stories 
that  portray  nice  people  behaving  normally  in  realistic  situ- 
ations, wouldn't  you?    Of  course!    And  this  is  just  the  sort 
of  book  you  can  read  aloud  to  your  family  in  front  of  the 
fireplace  on  a  snowy  evening,  the  sort  of  book  you'd  be  proud 
to  place  on  your  shelf,  right  between  your  Bible  and  the  lat- 
est issue  of  Guns  and  Ammo  9  the  sort  of  book  you  can  give  as  a 
gift  to  that  special  relative,  boss,  mental  patient,  or  recent 
high  school  graduate! 

GET  DOWN  ON  YOUR  KNEES  AT  ONCE  AND  THANK  GOD  THAT  YOU  CAN  BUY 
A  BOOK  LIKE  THIS  IN  CANADA!!! 


CRITICS  RAVE  ABOUT  KILODNEY! 

"An  almost  random  assemblage  of  words  and  sentences  whose 
technical  integrity,  literary  value  and  relevance  are  all 
questionable."  --  John  Copping,  what 

"I  searched  and  searched  for  something  witty  and  clever  to  say 

about  Kilodney's  musings  but  alas  I  have  failed  In  one  word 

'garbage.'"      Bob  Wheatley,  Texaco  Canada 

"I  find  Mr.  K's  'humour'  unenlightened,  to  the  point  of  heavy- 
handedness. . .The  dictionary  defines  'charnel  house'  as  a 
building  or  chamber  in  which  bodies  or  bones  are  deposited. 
Mr.  Kilodney  has  chosen  the  name  of  his  'publishing  house' 
well.    That  is  where  his  books  should  repose."  --  Peter  Large, 
Texaco  Canada 


CHARNEL  HOUSE      ISBN  0-920973-09-4     ''Nihil  obstat. "--The  Pope 


